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At first light one woold have thought that some sort of 
fSte was in progrera. On the great stretch of level iaim 
in front of the house stood a white marquee, with flags 
flapping at either end of it The Septemher sky was 
brightly blue. It was jnat the day for a flowei^show, or 
a Primrose League festival, and just the place. 

The hoiue was one of those enormous country palaces 
that make one wonder what sort of life those who boilt 
them can have had in mind for themselves. It had the 
dignity of siae and proportion, but little heanty other- 
wise. In front of it was about half an acre of gravel; 
in front of that a squared lawn of about an acre; and in 
front of that again, on a slightly lower level, and divided 
from the lawn by a balustrade, was a formal garden of 
a desolating ugliness, covering about two acres. The box- 
edged beds were disposed in a vast and complicated pattern, 
and each contained some plant chosen for the colour of 
its leaves or flowers, and for its low and tidy habit of 
growth. 

With that two-acre carpet expensive ugliness ended 
and beauty began. The open ground was flanked with 
the gracefnl growth of huge beeches, through which the 
carriage roads approached the house on either side. 
Behind it the woods, now just beginning to show their 
autninn variety of colour, rose in a wide amphitheatre, and 
the white stone house with its many windows looked out 
■cross the levelled ground on to a wide-sweeping expanse 
8 
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4 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

of meadow and woodland, that ended onl; wHh a line of 
low hills thirty miles away. 

The great boose not only of a parish hot a county, 
Kemiale had been accofftomed to extend its amenities to 
all sorts of festive and patriotic demands. The marquee 
was not hired for snch occasions, bnt was kept until it 
was wanted in one or another of the buildings, as ezten- 
siTe as a village, that eziffted for the service of the boose. 
Then it was pat op by some of the small army of men 
employed about the place, and after it had served its 
temporary porpoae taken down again, and the grass 
carefolly rolled and watered, so that its billiard-table 
smoothness riioold not be marred by the least irregularity 
of coloor or surface. The lawn was not even used for 
games, the ground for wbicb was elsewhere. To keep 
it and the gravel smooth, and to fill and tend to the con- 
torted beds of the carpet garden, so that at certain seasons 
of the year, during the greater part of which the house 
was shot up, its design should be coloured, occupied the 
attention of many men. They lived by this work, and 
those of them wbo had families fed and educated them 
on the money they were paid for it. Some of them 
occupied cottages on the estate, with little gardens of 
Uieir own, as unlike as possible to the one that they 
laboured six days in the week to tend. So that the lawn 
and the carpet of Kemsale may be said to have been 
endowed with honsn and land as well as with money. And 
yet, of those who had paid the price of all this steady 
labour, that had gone on for years and years, hardly one 
had ever rested his gate with pleasure on its results, 
though many bad done so on the lovely stretch of country 
that lay below and beyond. It was kept up because it was 
there, and had always been kept up. And the scores of 
rooms in the great boose, all richly or cmnfortably or 
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eiHiTeiiiently fnmidied, the greater number of which their 
owners never visited, were aim kept up, and endowed 
again, as it were, with regular well-paid service, for the 
sake of the few occasions in the year in which they were 
filled or partly filled with guests; and because they were 
part of the state attached to such a house as this. 

But now, at last, on this bright September day, all the 
complicated and expensive machinery that had been 
kept oiled and wound np throngh generations was in 
process of disintegratiim. The marqaee on the lawn 
indicated festivify, it is true, but as far as It concerned 
the great house it w^ a festivitf sadder than any 
monming. Those who had eaten and dmnk in it, and 
were now spreading over the lawn and overflowing with 
admiring comment into the untrodden walks of the carpet 
gardrai, were the birds of prey that had settled upon 
Kemsale. They had been invited to settle on it, and fed 
and filled as a reward for doing so. They were to pick 
it clean of all it contained, and leave it staring in its large 
emptiness over the wide country of which it bad been the 
, crown and centre, nntil some sort of machinery should be 
put into it again, and it should reflect a life that might 
in some respects resemble the old one, bnt conld never 
be quite the same. 

Kemsale was being sold ap — lock, stock, and barrel, as the 
phrase goes. This was the third day in which luncheon had 
been spread in the great marquee for the benefit of those 
who had come from all over the country to bid for its 
boarded contents; and the sale would last for three days 
more, vritb increasing (»mpetition and excitement amongst 
the buyers, as the catalogue worked slowly down from 
the upper floors to the valuable " lots " from the 
lower. 

The upper floors — even the great range of attics behind 
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6 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

the balustrade of the roof — had already yielded surprises 
in plenty to the buyers, though few bargains; for this 
sale had been too widely known and too eagerly anticipated 
to serve the bargsio-hunters. The bouse, as it stood, hsd 
been fnrniahed from roof to basement for ova two hundred 
years, and the basis of its furnishing had been the contents 
of B much older, though smaller, house, the place of which 
it had taken. In the course of subsequent additions to its 
stock of household gear, good things had receded from 
places of honour, and taken up posts of retiring usefulness 
instead. Sometimes they bad been discarded altogether, 
for no more than a reparable weakness, and relegated to 
lumber rooms, until now the long years had brought them 
to light again, more valuable in their partial destruction 
than when they had left the hands of their makers, strong 
and whole. Servants' bedrooms had yielded their scroll- 
backed chairs, their mahogany tall-boys, toilet-mirrors, 
brass fenders, and copper coal-scuttles, which had been 
put into them new two hundred years before, as the ordinary 
furniture of the time, and had come out old, to enter on a 
new career aa articles of price, fit for the best rooms of 
other houses. From the broad corridors and hire of rooms 
on the second floor — bachelors' rooms, nurseries, rooms of 
dependents above the rank of servants — bad come a rich 
succession of treasures amongst the steady flow of old and 
solid furniture. The engravings alone would have formed 
an embracing collection — messotints bought at the time of 
their publication for a few guineas, kept, perhaps, in port- 
folios for a time, then framed by the score and hung np 
to decorate bare walls, and afterwards forgotten, now sell- 
ing for scores and hundreds apiece ; etchings picked np by 
some dilettante of the family making the Grand Tour, and 
treated in the same way — Alhrecht DUrers, Lucas Von 
Leydens, Rembrandts, Marc Antonios amongst them; deli- 
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cste prints in coloured stipple after eigbteenth-centnr; 
artists who wonld have been forgotten but for the repro- 
ductions of' their work, now more valuable than the original 
painting? — all these had been the normal yield, and their 
total price had nm ap to many thousands, though the list 
had been harried through for the sake of richer treas- 
nres still to ciune. There had been great store of old 
china too, lotted and catalogued from these upper floors, 
every piece of it of value, and some here and there of 
great value; old cut glass; old clocks; old inkstands and 
trays and writing-table toys; old dressing-table sets; old 
carpets and rugs and curtains, faded and worn, but eagerly 
bid for. Each room had become richer as the years had 
passed, as more important rooms had been refurnished, 
and their superseded contents moved up to the less im- 
portant The things from the npper floors alone would 
have set up a dealer in antiquities for life, and filled his 
shop to overilowing. 

That is the light in which they were looked at by those 
who competed so eagerly to possess them. They would 
come to he scattered all over the country, and so scattered 
would give infinitely more pleasure to their numerous 
purchasers than they had given to their old owners. And 
yet, in truth, as each was knocked down and its price 
entered np by the busy auctioneer's clerk, virtue was 
slowly and inexorably departing from these inanimate 
things. They had come together through long years, filled 
their natural place in the furnishing of a noble house, 
given to each of Hs many rooms its own character. They 
bad had life, made up of old memories and associations, 
and that life was dissolving. However carefully and lav- 
ishly the house might be filled again, it could never have 
the meaning that these things had given to it. 

Now, on the third day of the sale, they were coming 
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S THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

down to the rooms of the first floor, and here there were 
things to be sold more valuable than had been sold before, 
and more bound up with the intimate Uvea of those who 
had used them. A gong boomed out from the porch in 
front of the house; the figures that were spread out on 
the lawn and in the garden came flowing towards it. 
With well-fed alacrity they settled themselves behind the 
long tables in the ball-room, while the auctioneer slipped 
into bis high scat under the musicians' gallery, and two 
men in baize aprons brought in a large mirror which they 
carried round the space left between the tables. 

" 'Saw then, gentlemen, well go on where we left off, 
page twenty-five in the catalogue: From the Blue Boadoir, 
tot 494, Fine Gilt Chippendale Mirror. What offers? 
Oh, come now, I hope the good lunch yon'vc enjoyed hasn't 
blinded your eyes. This is a collector's piece, gentlemen. 
Famous waterfall design, Chippendale's best period, and 
not a scratch or a mark on it. Probably bought from tbe 
maker himself, and been hanging here ever since. That's 
better; but let's take the bnsiness seriously, gentlemen. 
We've got a lot to get through." 

At this time a carriage was driving np the long road 
throagb the woods that led from the east gates. The tall 
bay horses trotted up the gentle slope that rose all the 
way to the house as if it were level ground. The coach- 
man and footman wore liveries of black cloth with dark 
green facings. The whole equipage was well tamed out, 
in a sober but highly polished sort of way, as if in the 
particolar establishment to which it belonged fine horses 
and easy carriages were the chosen means of conveyance, 
and not an old-fa^oned survival destined to give way 
to motor-cars when they should be worn out It belonged 
to Edward Clinton, Squire of Eencote, ten miles away, 
who had driven fine horses all his life, and op to his 
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present age of seventy-oae had never ridden in a nwtor- 
ear, nor intended to. 

He and Mrs. Clinton were in the carriage, and with 
tkem was Lady Grace Ettien, tbe Squire's kinswoman, 
who had been bora in tlie house to which they were driving, 
thirty years before, and lived in it the greater part of 
her life. It was not a pleasant drive for any of the three 
of them, in spite of the glory of the antnmn woods and 
the softness of the snn-soaked air. 

Grace Ettien was a sweet-faced woman, tall and slender, 
with features rather too much of the aquiline type for 
beauty, but pleasant to look on for all that. She sat on 
the back seat of the carriage. The Squire waff recovering 
from a sharp attack of rheumatism, or he wonld have 
been driving his phaeton, as he still preferred to do when 
he went abroad. He sat in his corner, his white beard 
Spreading over his buttoned-up shooting-cape, the sldn 
onder bis eyes a little loose, but his cheeks firm and fresh- 
coloured still — a big, handsome old man, only a trifle out 
of repair for the moment, and by no means yet to be 
considered in his fit place leaning back against the cushions 
of a carriage driven by a servant Mrs. Clinton, although 
her hair was as white as her husband's, looked a good deal 
younger than he. Her face was fresh-coloured too, as 
became a woman who had lived all her life in the country. 
The Squire had been a stay-at-home since his youth, and 
she had stayed at home with him, although at times she 
voold have preferred not always to stay at home. She 
was rather short, and mig^t have been considered dumpy, 
but that she held herself erect, even sitting in her carriage, 
and had s look of energy, both mental and physical. Her 
face was round, and very kind. Just now, like that of 
ber husband, it showed deep concern. 

Th^ had bees discussing the sale to which they were 
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driving, and certain of the circomstances that had led np 
to it; hut the Sqnire, who did not consider that when a 
thing had been said once it need not be said several times 
more, now broke ont again. 

" 'Pon my word, Eemsale onght to be ashamed of him- 
self. It makes my blood boil to come here and think of 
what has happened and what is happening now. I shan't 
come into the honse, Grace. I don't think I conld. To 
think of what it used to be in yonr grandfather'? time, 
and now that going on In it! There's only one word for 
it: it's criminal. Criminal." 

Eemsale was the title by which Lord Meadshire had 
been known nntil he had sncceeded his grandfather, ten 
years or so before. He was known to bis friends and 
relations as " Kem," bat the Squire was much too angry 
with him to use any mch abbreviation at present. 

Grace EtUen leaned forward. " Poor Kem ! " she said. 
" I know be feels it. Cousin Edward. If he is here, fuid 
yon see him, don't make it too hard for him." 

"Feels it!" snorted the Squire. "I should think be 
did feel it. Mo man in his position has a right to behave 
88 he has done. When your grandfather was alive he was 
the chief man in the county; and hi? father and grand- 
father before him. Actually — ten years ago — the owner 
of Eemsale was Lord Lientenant of Meadshire. And now I 
Kemsale sold op! Sold up! And the Marquis of Mead- 
shire no better than a beggar. Pshaw! It doesn't bear 
thinking about." 

He threw himself back In his comer of the carriage. 
He had been talking like this during the best part of the 
long drive, and as the horses were trotting np the last 
rise that led to the house Ihe two ladies may have hoped 
that he had exhausted the subject, painful enough to 
them, for the time being. But he still had something to 



:.bv Google 



THE SALE 11 

•ay, something that he had been aearchJng for during 
all his loDg repetitive tirades, that would sum up what 
he felt about this startling difiintegration, that would bring 
it into the sphere of morals, and justify the deep-seated 
dismay with which he regarded it. 

" Kemsale has been using what doesn't belong to him," 
he said, and his hearers knew that his words had a mean* 
ing deeper than the literaL " Property in his position is 
a trust, and he has broken it" 

The carriage drew up before the porch, as it had drawn 
tip many times before, bringing its occupants to pleasant 
private or Bemi-public gatherings very different from this 
one. The two ladies alighted from it. The Squire 
looked with pained disgnst upon the litter iu front of 
the honse, the vans and carts that were already beginning 
to take things away, and the men who went to and fro, 
with no respect for the sanctities attaching to snch a place 
as this, laughing and talking and smoking, as if the 
downfall of a noble family were a mere incident in their 
customary activities. The Squire bad an impulse almost 
of rage towards them; these things were so very real and 
so very important to him. He got oat of the carriage, 
assisted by the footman. " I can't sit still here," he said 
angrily. " I shall walk about outside. If you want me, 
I shan't be far off." 

He went off, leaning on his stick, without further words, 
and the two women, looking after him for a moment, turned 
and went into the house. 

With a frown at the marquee, in which eating and 
drinking were still going on, the Squire made his way across 
the lawn towards the carpet garden. He had no desire 
to review that conventional hideosity, bat below it there 
were other beautiful gardens, the privacy of which might 
remind him of all that was passing away, and solace the 

Doiizccb, Google 



IS THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

sctaal pain that he was feeling. Bat when he came to the 
balustrade the steps and slopes that he would hare to 
negotiate deterred him from going farther in this direction, 
and be made bis way slowly ronnd to the stables which 
flanked the honae to the west. 

As he went under the archway that led to the great stable- 
yard he felt an additional pang- He had loved horses all 
his life, and as a boy and a young man he had so often 
trodden these stones with light step, eager for the busy life 
that had its centre here. The stables of Kemsale had 
been kept up on a. scale greater even than those at Een- 
cote, important as those had been. There had always been 
something interesting and exciting to see there, and in his 
youth be bad never visited the house without visiting the 
stables. It was the old associations that had brought him 
to them now, rather than any desire to see what might be 
going on; for the Kemsale horses had already been sold, 
and he anticipated no pleasure from visiting the place where 
they had been. 

The pang he felt was not wholly, nor perhaps in the 
main, on his own account. He had been too fortunate in 
life to dwell on past happiness with the half-sweet half- 
painful longing which visits those whose days have declined 
to dullness. His own satisfactions would hardly be touched 
by the withdrawal of Kemsale from his orbit. Nor did 
be wince in sympathy with the man who had had all this 
and had thrown it away. As far as that went the punish- 
ment was just and fitting. It was the break-up of an 
institution that he felt so deeply, and above all the sur- 
prising suddenness with which it had come about. Ten 
years of folly and lavish spending, and all this state and 
circumstance, so admirably indicative of honourable condi- 
tion, had come tumbling down like a house of cards, when 
it had seemed to have been foimded on an impregnable 
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THE SALE 13 

rock. If that conld happen where the place had been so 
high and so apparently well-guarded, was there real safety 
anywhere? He did not tell himself that his own old line 
was in danger. There was none viaihle there, either in his 
own time or in that of his immediate heirs. But full coo- 
fideoce had been sapped. He felt the same sort of 
discomfort that many people most have felt after the Titanic 
disaster, when they stepped on board a great ocean liner, 
no longer with a sense of safety ao assured that it need 
not even be dwelt npon. Kemsale, with all that it had 
meant in this little comer of the world and in the country 
at large, had come to an end. The Marquis of Meadshire 
had his title left to him, and very little else in the world 
besides; and what was his title worth, unsupported by the 
land that had given it virtue? Not so much as his own 
ancient Squiredom. He found it impossible to grasp the 
magnitude of the catastrophe. It was like a nightmare, bo 
monstrous as to bring a sense of its own impossibili^ even 
before the waking. Surely such things as this could 
not be! If they were allowed, then nothing conld be ex- 
pected to stand firm. He saw rocks all around him, 
although for him and his there were no rocks anywhere 
withia sight, and his course was over clear and smooth 
waters. Hia perplexity increaaed; he was very deeply 
troubled. 

" Hullo, Edward ! Glad to vee you about again. Pretty 
dismal sort of place this to come to nowadays, though." 

He looked up to see the man who was at the root of 
his perplexity standing before him, .with a friendly smile 
on his face, and he grew so red with shame and anger 
Hut the smile faded away, and Lord Meadshire looked 
down on the ground in confusion. 

But only for a moment. He looked up again and 
laughed. "Why, any one would think that tt was 700 
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14 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

who was being sold up, to look at you," he said. " Surely, 
my dear Edward, if I can put up with it, you can." 

He stood before him in a long frieze motoring coat, his 
goggles pushed up on to bis forehead underneath his 
dusty cap. The long grey raking machine that had brought 
him many miles in an incredibly short space of time was 
still throbbing behind him with its bonnet open, and his 
chauffeur was doing something to the engine. It added 
enormonsly to the Squire's furious disgust with him that 
be should stand there looking like a chauffeur himself, or 
at least obviously in accord with the oily stinking machinery 
that was taking all the dignity out of progression in tfaese 
modern days. But something in his look as he had turned 
down his glance for that brief moment prevented his 
breaking out against him, as otherwise he would have done. 
He turned his back instead, and limped oiit of the yard, 
his stick striking the cobbles sharply. 

Lord Meadshire threw a glance at him, and then, with 
the smile that was seldom absent from bis face, took off 
his coat and threw it into the car, and followed him, 
unhooking his goggles as he did so. 

He was a man of rather more than forty, and looked 
hia full age. He was tall and heavily built, with rounded 
shoulders and long thin legs. His face was amiable and 
had once been handsome, but it was blotched now, and 
stamped with the mark of intemperance. His voice, as 
he called after his cousin, was husky. 

" Wait a minute, Edward. Are you going in to the 
sale? '■ 

The Squire tamed round sharply. " No, I'm not," he 
said, and was about to add more, but Meadshire broke 
in on him: "Well, I don't know that I want to either. 
I suppose yoo brought Grace over. How is the dear girl? 
Ks a jar for her, this sort of thing, isn't it? Still, we 
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sliaU both be nnich better off in the HeroDs' Nest than 
ever we were here. Have you been over there lately, 
Edward? It's all finished now, and ready to put the things 
into. It will be as pretfy a little place as ever yon saw, 
when we've finished with it." 

He spoke without a trace of awkwardness, and as if he 
were quite unaware of the antagonism that was seeking an 
outlet in his cousin's mind. They were walking slowly 
along the path that bordered the lawn towards the south. 

"The Herons' Nest!" said the Squire coutemptaously. 
" A cottage suitable for an artist or sonie snch fellow, and 
all you've got left out of all this ! " 

Meadshire would not let him go on. " Well, if yon 
come to that," he said, in the same easy tone, " I think 
it will be a precious sight nicer to live in than all this." 
They hod come to the balustrade overlooking the carpet 
garden. " Look at it," he said, laughing. " All that ugly 
ncmsense has been kept up for years and years, at a vast 
expense, and what good is it to anybody ? We shall 
have a garden we can make something of in the Hertms* 
Nest." 

" The new toy ! " snorted the Squire. " And how long 
will you keep it, I wonder f At your rate, you'd eat it up 
in a day, if " 

" If I " Meadshire caught him np quickly. " There are 
two very big ifs, my dear Edward, in the way of my eating 
it up. The first is, as you know quite well, that it belongs 
to Grace, and not to me, and the second is that I've turned 
over an entirely new leaf." 

The Squire was getting more and more incensed against 
him. "How many does that make, I wonder P" he asked 
bitterly. 

" I don't know. About the hundred and fiftieth, I should 
think. Bat the others have all had this absurd place 
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banging on to them. Now, at last, IVe got rid of it 
there'll be a different state of things altogether." 

The Sqnire stopped and regarded him from under heavy 
frowning white brows. " I sometimes think joa'vt got no 
sense of right and wrong at all," he said. " You talk as 
if jon had nobody but yourself to think of, and your 
place in the world were nothing. Kemsale has gone on 
for hundreds of years, and every man that has held it 
has played his big part here. And now you — yon, with 
your selfish ways' — you've thrown it away, and talk of it 
as if it were nothing. Bah ! You make me feel positively 
sick, Kemaale." 

Meadshire became a little more serious. " Now look 
here, Edward," he said earnestly, " you've got to look facts 
in the face. I've played the fool; yes, I know. But IVe 
had a run for my money, anyhow. You talk — you always 
have talked — as if I'd come in for a magnificent property 
and chucked it all away in a few years. You know very 
well that I came in for a white elephant. If I had lived 
here at Kemsale as quietly as my old grandfather did 
when he was over eighty I could just have kept the place 
together and no more." 

" At any rate you mould have kept the place t<^ether, 
as it was yonr duty to do; and yon might have played 
the part that your grandfather played, and played ao welL 
Instead of which " 

" Instead of which I go about stealing ducks. Yes, I 
know all that And I tell you I couldn't have played 
the part my grandfather did, even if I'd wanted to. The 
fact is that he skinned the place, and you know it per- 
fectly well. I'm not blaming the old boy. He spent his 
money in the very way that suited him — cutting a big 
figure, and all that. You coold do that on land, and land 
only, when he was a young man, and yon couldn't when 
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he was an old one. We've had nothing but land, and 
that sort of thing was boond to come to an end looner 
or later. It came to an end with him. Who raised the 
first mortgage on Eencote f Eh ? " 

The Squire made no reply to this question, bat looked 
on the groond in his torn. There came before him 
things that he never willingly thought of. He had been 
broDght up at Eencote by his grandfather, a man who 
had thonght aboat little bat sport, and in spite of his 
wealth and long descent had chosen to live the life of a 
plain country Squire. His grandfather's sister had 
married the Marquis of Meadshire, and the present 
Marqnis's grandfather was her son. Daring his boyhood 
Edward Clinton had been tanght to regard Eemsole »8 
something very stately and very hononrable, but only 
accidentally allied to the more modest pretensions of snch 
a house as Kencote. In his youth he had mixed more with 
the great world than his grandfather had ever done, and 
the sense of a considerable difference had lessened. But 
tiiere had always remained the feeling that his cousin was 
a great man, with the sort of stKdal greatness that he 
himself best understood, and it had come as a great shock 
to him, not many years before that cousin's death, to 
be asked to lend his assistance in raising money for him on 
Eemsale. He himself had inherited money from more 
than one sonrce, bat he had looked upon it all as attaching 
to Eencote and its wide lands. He hated to think of 
Eencote, which had supported the Clintons in their modest 
state for generations, being bolstered up by money from 
ontside, and the knowledge that Kemsale, which was not 
so bolstered op, coald no longer support Its more elaborate 
state was a painful and distarbing thought 

He shook himself free of it. " A mortgage is nothing," 
be said. " It's your criminal folly that has broogfat this 
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sloat. Yon ought to hare thought of the line. You ongfat 
to have married long ago." 

Meadshire's face changed. " Oh, that's another qoea- 
tion altogether," he raid. "We won't go into that now. 
Well, I think I'll look in and see how things are going. 
I hear they're getting record prices. I'd no idea there 
was such a lot of stnS in the house. Hullo! Here's 
Grace ! Well, my dear, hare yon got the things 70a want? " 
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Laot Geaci came qnickljr over the lavn towards Qteat. 
She smiled vhen she saw her brother. " I didn't know 
7011 were here, Eem," she said. " Consin Edward, they 
are bidding the things ap in an extraordinary way. We 
hare been able to get nothing we decided upon yet. I 
want yon to tell the man to go higher still for some 
that are coming. The limits we gave him are not 



One of Meadshire's crowning follies had been to raise 
nKmey upon a Bill of Sale, which hod incloded everything 
that the honse contained at the time. It had been for 
a large sum, bat not nearly so large as the treasures of 
Eemsale were still worth, even with the most valuable of 
them already sold by their owner. Edirard Clinton bad 
advanced money to clear off the Bill of Sale, so that 
his cousin might at least get the benefit of the apea market. 
But the arrangement had been made hurriedly at the 
last moment, and instead of withdrawing the things he 
and his sister had wanted to keep Meadshire had let them 
go in with all the rest. It may have been part of the 
turning over of that new leaf, of which he had spoken, 
that had led him to do so. " They are yours up to a 
certain value," he had said to his cousin. " If we see 
that they are likely to fetch a good deal more, we can buy 
bock more. If not, well do with a few. YouVe been 
very good, Edward; but I don't want yon to give me the 
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And, iodeed, there had been a sort of pride and inde- 
pendence in his spendthrift career. He had probably never 
asked a friend to lend him money; he bad certainly never 
asked Edward Clinton, who was his sister's trastee, and 
a strict and rigid one. The Sqnire had made the offer 
about the Bill of Sale, and Meadshire had accepted it as 
a business arrangement, and for his sister's benefit as 
well as his own. The things she would want conld be 
bought in too. It would only be making two bites at a 
cherry to have them valued and withdrawn, and there 
wasn't much time. He wanted to get the beastly business 
over and done with. 

But it seemed there was a difficulty about buying things 
in at any reasonable price. 

" Bat we gave hfan a limit half as much again as the 
things were likely to fetch," said the Sqnire. " The fellow 
must have muddled it." 

" There is one man that bids against bim," said Grace. 
" He seems determined to have what he wants, whatever 
it goes up to. Fortunately, there has been nothing I want 
very moch so far; but they will soon be coming to my own 
rooms, and I want you to tell our man to go higher still, 
if it is necessary." 

All three of them went across to the bouse. Grace had 
her catalogue with her, and showed them the prices at 
which some of the things they had marked had been 
knocked down for. They seemed extravagant, and far 
beyond the rate at which other things had been sold, 
although prices were universally good. 

They went into the great room where the sale was being 
held. It was as full as if it had been a London auction- 
room, and in fact all the dealers from London were there, 
or their representatives, and buyers from all over the 
kingdom besides. There were also a great many people 
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from the coootry around, and the Squire noted with a frown 
the presence of seTersl of his friends and acqnaintanceB. 
He thought that they might have kept away, out of 
delicacy; bnt there seemed no particular reason why they 
should, since it was to be supposed that the more people 
there were to bid for the things put up for sale the better 
it would be for the sellers. 

A man from the county town of Bathgate had been 
commissioned to bid on behalf of Lady Grace> and of 
the Squire himself, who had marked down a few " lots " 
to be transferred to Eencotc. He joined them when tbey 
entered the room, in some excitement 

" He says he's got bis orders, sir, but he won't tell me 
who he's bidding for. I been trying to make some sort of 
arrangement with him." 

" Who is it? What are yon talking about? " asked the 
Squire impatiently. 

He pointed out a man to whom a " lot " had jost been 
knocked down at a high price. " I've found ont who 
be is," he said. " He comes from a very respectable firm 
in London. He's acting under orders, but it can't be for 
bis own people. They'd never pay the prices he's running 
up to. He's acting for a prirate buyer." 

The Squire bent his frowning gase upon the man. He 
seemed to be of an innocuous type, and rather nervous 
besides. He was tndding again, for a little chintz -covered 
easy-chair oat of -one of the bedrooms, and other dealers 
were laughing at him and running him up. It could have 
been bought new in any shop for two or three pounds, but 
it was knocked down to him for five pounds ten, and there 
was laughter and a disposition to cheer as the hammer 
felL 

" Lot five hundred and ten, marble-topped rosewood 
vasbbandstand," said the anctioneer. "A fine solid piece 
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this, gentlemen. I won't have it brought in. Shttll we 
start at three poands? " 

There was a bid of ten shillings, at which price fine 
solid pieces of this description are occasionally acquired, by 
mutoal arrangement between dealers, at private sales. But 
this mie was too well attended for the machinations of the 
" ring " to have scope. Somebody bid a pound, and aome~ 
body else thirty shillings. 

" That's no price for an article of this sort^ gentlemen," 
said the auctioneer. " Now then, Mr. Waller, two pounds? 
Thank yoa. Two pounds. Two pounds. Any advance on 
two poonds ? " 

" Ran him up," said Meadsbire. " Let's see how far be'll 
go. Go on, quick." 

" Two pound ten. Thank you, Mr. Giles. Two fifteen. 
Three pounds. Three ponnds five. Three pound ten. Any 
advance on three pound ten? " 

" It isn't one of the pieces you wanted, sir," expostulated 
Giles. " It's not worth — Oh! " 

Meadshire had given him s sharp dig in the ribs. The 
auctioneer's eye was on him. 

" Three pound fifteen. Four pounds. Four five. Four 
ten." 

The Squire's agent faltered at ten pounds, but the li^t 
of battle was in Meadsliire's eyes. "Go on," he adjured 
him, and he took it up to fifteen, with increasing excitement 
on the part of the onlookers. 

" Don't be a fool, Eemsale," said the Sqolre angrily; 
bat Meadshire took no notice of him. " Stop at nineteen 
fifteen," he whispered to his man. 

But Waller, now in a painful state of confusion, stopped 
before that, and the washhandstand was knodced down to 
Meadshire's agent at eighteen ponnds five shillings. 

Meadshire swore, and then laughed. "We've broken 
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him, anyhow," he said. " He can have the rest out of this 
room." 

Waller seemed very nnhappy. He was a 'short, nervoua- 
looluDg man with a dark poiated beard, neatly dressed, and 
of a class rather above that of most of the dealers aronnd 
him. Probably he was a member of the firm that had been 
entmsted with this important commission. His purchases 
had already mn np to a high figure. He did not look like 
a man who would show any resource in an anetion-rooBi 
battle, and evidently shrank from the amused notice that 
his exploits were bringing bim. 

He rose from his seat, and, looking round, seised upon 
another dealer with whom he conferred over his catalogne. 
Then he hurried from the room, passing ' close to 
where Meadshire and the party from Kencote were stand- 
ing. 

Meadshire followed him into the hall, where there were 
men passing to and fro with articlea for the sale-room. 

" Where's the telephone ? I want to get to the tele- 
phone," cried Waller to all and sundry. 

" In that room there," said a man with a green apron, 
pointing to a door. 

Waller was hurrying towards it when Meadshire stopped 
him. " Wait a minute," he said. " What do you want the 
telephone for?" 

Waller started nervously and stopped, and then frowned. 
" What's that to do with yon, sir? " he asked. " I suppose 
I can use the telephone if I like? " 

" I don't know that you can," said Meadshire. " This 
Isn't a public office." 

One of the old servants of the house, who for lack of 
instructions had been hanging about the hall in a miserable 
sort of way, came up. 

" The telephone ought to be at the service of buyers/' 
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Mid Waller angrily, " capeciall; of big onea like my firm. 
It's very important that I sbonld telephone to London. I'll 
pay for the tmnk call^ of coarse." 

" What do yon want to telephone about? " asked Mead- 
ahire again. 

" I want But who are yon, sir? What bnalness of 

yonrs ia it what I want? Yon seem to me to be taking a 
great deal rrpaa yonraelf." 

" Ob, if yoa're going to talk like that! " aaid MeadsUre, 
turning away. " Yon can tell the gentleman wbo I am. 
Cooper; and he's not to use any of the telephones in the 
boose." 

Meadshire went back into the sale-room and hid him- 
adf in a comer. Waller came in almost immediately, and 
as if he wished to escape notice. He looked furtively aboat 
amongst the crowd, which was now fairly thick, and made 
his way through it to where the man who had been Udding 
for him sat Meadshire peered oyer heads and saw him 
giving this man earnest instroctions. Waller then took his 
place at tbe table and the man pushed bis way through the 
crowd towards the doorway. 

Meadshire went oat into the hall before he conld reach 
it. " There's a big fellow in a bowler hat coming out," he 
said. " If be wants to use the telephone, let bim; bnt don't 
tell bim who I am." 

He went Into the room off the hall, which had m far 
undergone little change. Only the nmnbered labels stack 
on to tJie furniture indicated that its time for disintegra- 
tion was coming. It was rather like the waitin^robm of 
an old-established dab, with a turkey carpet, massive 
mahogany famitnre, and portraits In messotint on the dark 
walls. Meadshire took a book of reference from the 
wTiting~^ble and seated himself in an easy-chair 1^ the 
window. 
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Waller's lieatenant pushed his way into the b&ll and went 
up to Cooper iritb half-a-crown ostentatiously displayed In 
his fingers. " I say, mate, I wish you'd put me on to a 
telephone," he said. " No need to tell the Governor about 
it, yoQ know. It's between yon and me." 

The half-crown changed hands. Cooper saw no reason, 
in view of the passible scarcity of such presents in the 
fatore, why he should not accept one for doing his duty. 
" I'm not sure there isn't somebody u^ing it," he said. 
" But yon can go in there if you shut the door after you, 
and don't say I told yon." 

He turned away with ^ grin, and the man, thinking how 
easy it was to get what yon wanted if you went the right 
way about it, went into the room. 

He fotmd a middle-aged person in a rather diabby serge 
rait turning over the leaves of a large red book. " Have 
you finished with the telephone, mate? " he asked cordially. 
" 'Cos I want a trunk call." 

" I'm not using it, thanks," said Meadshire. 

He looked undecided for a moment. " I got leave to 
use it from the people of the house on rather a private 
matter," he said. " You'll understand. If you wouldn't 

Meadshire looked up with bland amiability. "I don't 
mind in the least," be said. "Go ahead;" and returned 
to his book. 

There was something about him that made the man 
hesitate again. He had thought at first that he was some 
one like himself, who had made his way in here in the 
general confusion. Now he thought that he might be some- 
body connected with the house, and it might not be wise 
to ask him to leave the room, or indeed likely that he 
would go. 

" Oh, well/' he said, " I suppose you won't want to listen 
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to a private conversation, and perhaps jroa'll have fonnd 
what you're looking for by the time I get my call." 

He rang ap a London nmnber and then hung abont the 
room vith one hand in his pocket and the other pulling at 
his moustache, hia eye fixed doubtfully upon Meadshire. 

Meadshire laid down his heavy book, and looked np at 
him with a pleasant smile. " Things seem to be fetching 
a big price," he said. "I've never seen a sale like this 
before. Have you? " 

Then he most have some connection with the trade, after 
all. The man's face cleared. " It's surprising some of 
them," he said. " There's a little sitting down at the 
Meadshire Arms there of an evening amongst the biggest 
of 'em, but they don't seem to have much to work on. It's 
the public coming in that spoils things. Did you ever see 
anything like the bidding for that washstand, and that there 
little easy? It's cnxA, I call it. Fos'ively crool." 

" I expect Waller knows what he's up to," said Mead- 
shire. " He belongs to a good firm." 

"Ab, now, that's just it. I've nothing to say against 
Waller. I've known him for a good many years, and in 
bis own line he's a good man and deserves to get on. 
There's nobody in the trade as'll spot a fake sooner than 
Waller ;^r sell one either. He's worth money to the firm, 
and they didn't lose by giving him a partnership. But 
when it comes to an emergency Waller's likely to lose his 
'ead. He's in an emergency now, and he don't know 
whether to follow instructions or use his judgment." 

" I suppose he's been instructed to bay in certain things, 
and given carte blanche." 

" Well, I wouldn't take soch instructions if it was me. 
There's no sense in it. A customer tells you he wants 
certain things and there's no limit. D'rectly other people 
get to know that they run you ap for the fun of the thing. 
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It's what 'appened with that there waohstond. Waller was 
qaite ri|^t to let 'em 'ave it, but he didn't do it in the 
proper way. He shonld have left off with a snap, as if he'd 
meant to give 'em one, 'stead of as if be was frightened 
hj 'em. Then the langh would have been on his side, and 
they wonldn't 'ave tried it on again p'raps. Then he come* 
mshing oat to telephone for further instructions, and runs 
up against 'is lordship, not knowing who he was, and gives 
'im lip, and of course 'e's told politely that the telephone 
ain't at 'is disposal. I said I'd do it for him. I don't mix 
myself up with no lordships; I tip the flunkey be'ind 'is 
back and the thing's done." 

The telephone bell trilled sharply. He hurried to it. 
" That you, Colt & Horn? Ob, yes, tnmk call; put me 
on to them as quick as you can, there's a good girl." 

He turned round with the receiver to his ear. " I know 
pretty well what they'll say," he said, " 'specially if it's 

old Colt. Oh HuUo! Colt & Horn? That you, Mr. 

Colt? I'm speakin' from the sale at Eemsale, on be'alf 
"of Mr. Waller. Tfaey're rannin' 'im ap, Mr. Colt, like 
anything. 'E wants to know if 'e's to bid regardless, accord- 
ing to instructions, or exercise 'is own discretion. He's 'ad 

to pay What? Yea. Yes. Well, he knows all that, 

Mr. Colt. Bat he says the instructlDns were explicit and 
he doesn't like to go behind 'em without 'aring it quite 
understood. Yes. Yes. Well, it ain't going to be as easy 
as that, Mr. Colt 'E's just as likely as not to be run up 
a hundred pounds for a thing that's only worth five. 
They're in that spirit, you know. If he's not going to be 

at liberty to let 'em in every now and then What? 

Yes. Yea. Well, I think you had better do that, Mr. Colt 
Then it won't be your responsibility. Righto. I'll 'old 
the line." 

He tnnMd round again. " He's going to telephone to 
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hia client," he said. " That'll pot him rig^t, whatever 
happens." 

".Who is his client? " asked Meadshire. 

"Ah, tbat'd be telling, Tooldn't it? But to be qnite 
honest iritb ;oa, I don't know. I fane; from what Waller 
told me, it's somebody who's going to buy the place when 
it's put np. At any rate the things he boys are to remain 
here for the present. He's booght 'alf the 'oose, as far 
as I can see." 

" Well, look here. Tell Mr. Colt that there are some 
things that were left in the sale by mistake, and the family 
of tbe late owner wants to boy tbem in. If he'll come to an 
arrangement about them they won't run him np." 

His tone bad changed. The man looked at him with a 
trace of his former suspicion. " Oh, you've got to do with 
the family after all, then. I thought from tbe way yoa 
spoke you belonged to the trade." 

"Well, this is trade business, isn't it? Oo on. Tell Colt 
what I say ; or let me speak to him." 

Tbe man grumbled, but did as he was asked, not without 
delay and difficulty from the telephone. " Oh, Mr. Colt, 
sorry to trouble yon again. There's a cove 'ere acting for 
the family. Better ask if he can 'ave some of tbe things 
he wants. Eb?" 

He turned with a grin. " Old Colt don't mince his words 
when he's annoyed. Yon ougbter told me what you wanted 
when I first got ibrongh to bim." 

The end of it was that a message was sent to Waller 
tb«t he'd had his instructions and was not to play the 
fooL 

"Did he tell hia client what I told yon?" asked 
Meadshire. 

" Yes, and got a flea in his ear for bothering bim. He'd 
been told what to do; if he couldn't do it ther« were plenfy 
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of other people who wonld. Well, 111 be getting bsck to 
WaUer." 

He bnnied from tlie room, and MeadBfaire followed him 
more slowly. He felt Bnddenly angry. He had had his 
fnn, and became be had been intent on his fun he had 
miflsed bis chance. Some of his anger was directed against 
himself. Snt as be went back into the sale-room he deter- 
mined that he would fight this nolcnown personage, who 
seemed to have made his decisions somewhat prematurely. 

He was going to boy the whole place, was he? Con- 
found him! Meadsfaire had already refused to consider 
an offer for the whole place as it stood, which bad been 
made to him throngh his solicitor. He had not wanted 
some rich fellow to walk in and take possession of Kemsale 
just as it was. His mind was a swirling mass of contra- 
dictions abont Kemsale. He was relieved to get rid of 
the burden of the great nseless hoose, bat prepared to 
hate anybody who would take it off his shoulders and pay 
him for it. He bad already sold valuable pictures, and 
other rare things, out of It, at different times, received what 
amoonted in the aggregate to a handsome fortune for 
them, and got rid of the money with a light heart You 
couldn't afford to keep family portraits that wonld sell for 
ten thousand pounds apiece in these days, or articles of 
vertK that you hardly ever looked at. When the Kemsale 
toBxa had been sold at Christie's for seven thousand pounds, 
Ueadshire had said: " Now there's a thing that has cost 
ns a pound a day to have in the house. Perhaps I've looked 
at it once a year. That makes three himdred and fifty 
pounds a look. It isn't worth it." But most of the money 
had gone to redeem past loans and their colossal interest, 
and the rest had been carried by Pickles, a horse that had 
nm second in the Cesarewitch instead of first. 

There are people who want money for its own sake; 
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there are others who want it bo that the/ can acqaire 
possessions ; there are others again who want it so that the j 
can spend it on the amusements of the moment, and with 
these the spending of money often hecomes an amuMment 
in itself. Money bnrzu holes in their pockets; they can't 
bear to have it lying idle, or even saved up for an occasion 
on which the; may have a ose for it These' are of Ae 
sort who light their pipes with banknotes in the early days 
of a gold-rash, or break all the bottles in a bar, and pay 
for them afterwards. Meadshire would have been quite 
capable of performing either of those feata. He had com- 
mitted many hardly leas foolish, and had gained satisfaction 
from Uiem. Nobody knew where all his money had gone; he 
did not know Iiimself. He had kept race-horses, but chiefly 
hecanse racing will get rid of money almost farter than 
any othet pnrsnit. He bad no love for horses at all; his 
tastes were mechanical, where they had any room to grow, 
nnder the shade of that vast obsession of spending. They 
were hardly even extravagant, apart from the necessity of 
getting rid of money. He dressed like a chauffeur, and 
not the smartest sort of chauffeur either. He had fallen 
under the influence of drink at an early age, but he did not 
care for expensive wines, although he preferred that the 
friends he entertained so lavishly should always drink 
tbem; nor particularly for expensive food. He had really 
been at his happiest in the early days of motoring, when 
there was always some tinkering to be done whenever yon 
took out a car. During this time he had actually lived 
within bis income, seemed to have lost bis onhappy taste 
for drink, and begun to look like a young man again. But 
the phase had not lasted ; the ruling passion was too strong. 
His father died, and he inherited money that had cmne from 
his grandmother. He ran through that, and was deep in 
the mire again, when bis grandfather died. Revennes by 
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that time bad bepm to afarink, bot there iras more than 
enongh for a careful man to have played aa big a part aa 
Marquis of Meadshire a§ any of hia forbears. Meadshire 
had no wish to play that §ort of part, and it bad taken him 
only ten years to bring his bouse to the ground, with nothing 
to show for it but a series of follies. 

But was he so ready to give op that place in the world 
of which he had made li^t? Aa far as it rested on pos- 
sessions he laughed at the idea of its affecting bim in any 
way. 

But he would have nobody living at Kemsale, sniroonded 
by tilt family gods of the Meadshires, if he could prevent it.. 

The sale had reached Lady Grace's rooms, 

" The West Boudoir, gentlemen. Lot 342. Axminster 
pile bordered carpet, twenty by eighteen. What bids? " 

Wall roused himself, and his re-entrance into the 
bidding aroused a hum of amoaement. The carpet fell to 

So did the curtains for three tall- windows, after both 
had been bid up to more than their sale value. 

The Squire was now fussing and fuming, and the li^t 
of battle was in Meadshire's eyes. 

> " But I don't mind those things much," said Grace. 
" It is my writing-table I want chiefly, and the china; and 
especially the pictures. I must have the pictures, if I can't 
get anything else." 

" Lot S44. Buhl and ormolu writing-table. Period 
Louis Qninxe. What offers? " 

Waller was determined to have that So was Meadshire, 
and the bids ratUed up without pause till they reached two 
hundred pounds. Then the Squire made himself heard. 
"It's perfect folly," he said angrily. "Grace, you had 
better be content with the portraits, if they are determined 
to have all the furniture." 
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But Meadshire hod already prodded hia man ap to tliree 
btmdred ponnda. 

Waller got it at five hundred and twenty. Meadshire 
waa now fnriooa and lowering. " He shall pay tbningh 
the nose for ererythiag," he said. " And when we come to 
the pictures we'll break him." 

Waller mopped Us brow and bid doggedly for one thing 
after the other, paying enormons prices for ererytbing, bat 
getting ererytliing at the end. A sort of hnsh had crane 
orer the room, and only the two voices were heard sharply 
answering one another, while the auctioneer looked on im- 
passirely, and when tbe other voice ceased, knocked with 
his hammer once, mentioned Waller's name and the price, 
and went on to the next lot 

Poor Grace saw her cherished possessions go one after 
the other — all tbe delicate pieces of china tfaat she had 
got together here, tbe water-colours that riie loved, the gold 
and silver and tortoiseahell toys of a woman's pretty room. 
She bad removed the things that had actually been given 
to her, her own books amongst them, bnt all the rest had 
always been considered hers, and only her scruples had 
made her leave it, to be thus haggled over in shamefnl 
publicity. Long before tbe contest waa over she would have 
given up everything rather than go on with it. All these 
grinning open-mouthed people knew what the strug^e was 
about now. She stood in sight of them, a woman whose shy 
privacies were invaded. And Iter brother in his enraged 
advocacy of her cause only added to her distress. He had 
moved ap to one of the tables and stood over the man who 
was bidding for them, all bnt taking the bids out of his 
month. Everybody now knew who he was, and regarded 
turn with open cariosity. He should have kept away alto* 
gether, in this hoar of his disgrace. But he was making 
himself the most prominent figure in tbe room. 
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They came to two liDted pencil diawings of Grace's 
grandfather and grandmother. They had been " taken " 
soon after their marriage, and showed a handsome gay 
yoong autn and a sweet-faced girl, with a look of Grace 
herself. They were by a well-known artist of the Hme, who 
had also painted the later full-length portraits of the same 
pair which hnng elsewhere, bat hardly so snccessfnlly. The 
drawings bad their value, tmt it was not an extravagant 
one. Fifty pounds apiece mmld have been a good price 
for them. 

They were pot np together, and were run np to a hun- 
dred in advances of ten pounds. Then up to five hundred 
with a sudden jump into fifties. The onlookers stared 
open-mouthed. The bids had followed one another without 
a moment's hesitation on either side. 

Waller faltered and looked round fnrtively at hia 
adversary, as if imploring him to have mercy on him. 
Meadshlre's face was red and scowling. He had pushed 
his agent aside, and stood at the end of the table glowering 
over the crowd of buyers as if he would have annihilated 
the lot of them. The party from Kencote were now quite 
in the background, hidden by the crowding mass of 
spectators. 

Waller bid five hundred and fifty. Meadriiire rapped oat 
" Six hundred," himself. Waller paused agwn. The new 
voice, gruff and loud, aroused a genera] murmur. There 
was some giggling encouragement of Waller to go on; 
bat there were more voices advising him to " let him have 
'em." 

The auctioneer raised his hammer. " Seven hundred," 
said Waller, before he could let it fall. 

" Eight hundred," came from Headshire, in a voice louder 
than before. 

Waller paused and looked around again, meeting nothing 



:.bv Google 



S4 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

bnt rows of faces with every eye in them bent upon him. 
The auctioneer raised his hammer again. 

" Nine hundred." 

" A thousand." 

Waller hesitated a moment, shm^ed his shoolders, and 
returned to his catalogue. It was a confession of defeat. 
The hammer fell, and Meadshire poshed his way throng 
the crowd and stalked out of the room, pursned by a volley 
of cheering, which put tbe fiaishiiig touch to bia fury. 
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LTTTLE TTKMHAT.W 

LrtTLi KsHflALK la; just ontstde the village that clostered 
about the vest gatea of the great honae. It was the great 
hoose in miniature, bailt at the same time, and of the 
same white stone. It stood in a clearing of the beech 
wood that rolled down the hill behind it, bnt tbongh on a 
considerably lower level than the great house, of which it 
was a sort of appanage, it was still above the level of the 
conntry that faced it, and commanded a fine spreading view. 
A soft sloping lawn, moch more attractive than the flat 
rectangle of the great house, divided it from the road, which 
ran under a sunk fence high enon|^ to preserve Jts privacy. 
It merged on either side into the msaet-carpeted shade of 
the beeches. Originally the carriage drive, going in at one 
gate and out at the other, through tbe trees, had led to a 
door in tbe middle of the fa9ade, but at some period that 
arrangement had been altered. A boll had been mode and 
s porch added on the west; and the east drive had been 
done away with. So now the gravel that lay between the 
house and the lawn, masked by shrubs from tbe drive, made 
a pleasant place to sit out on. The dining-room tat one 
side and the drawing-room on the other, with the room 
that bad once been the hall between them, all had tall 
windows reaching nearly to the ground. They were 
Bpadous well-proportioned rooms, and in the aommer, with 
their easy access to the qaiet garden and their wide south- 
ward view of blue country, very attractive. So they were 
in the winter, when they were close-curtained and lamp-lit^ 
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and aurroonded by the deep stiUnem of tbe coimtrj nigbt 
In the dsTtime tbeir Urge expanse of glass gave them on 
air slightly bleak, though they caught whatever sun might 
be shining. The front of tbe house was mnch overgrown 
by creepers, and its likeness to tbe great bousej many of tJw 
points of which bod been copied in its exterior, was lessened 
by them. People driving by, seated high enough to catch 
a glimpse of Little Eemsale, found it worth looking at as 
a. specimen of the small country houses of England, which 
ftre often so mnch more attractive than the big ones. 
Wistaria, clematis, Baoksian roses, ceanotbos, and other 
flowering or evergreen plants framed all its windows in 
their several seamns; tbe lower ones were provided with 
gaily striped awnings; great tubs of agapantbus, SEalear, 
hydrangeas, pink geraniums, stood along the broad space 
of carefully rolled gravel and on tbe edge of the lawn. 
Hammock chairs and wicker tables might be seen invitingly 
grouped there, and the observer might sometimes surprise 
ft tea party, half in and half out of one of the open windows. 
Such an one, as he drove on along tbe shady road tbat 
curved round the shoulder of the bill, might have found him- 
self wondering whether the owners or inhabitants of such 
a house were appreciative of their happy loi, or fitted to 
enjoy it. Those who have that embracing taste for bouses, 
so that they can scarcely pass one with any attractions, 
large or small, without imagining tbemselves living in it, are 
apt to forget the Horatian dictum that a change of sky 
does not bring about a change of mind. Perhaps the 
majority of those who live in tbe houses that they are 
inclined to envy are not appreciably the happier because of 
tbeir anrronndings. The troubles of unrequited love, ill- 
health, debt, disappointed ambition, and all the pack of 
worries incidental to daily existence are not sensibly light- 
ened by the possession of a beautifnl bouse. House-envy- 
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Ing, as a pnmiit, can only be carried on satisfactorily by 
imagining the mind permanently attmied to its sarroond- 
inga; and It is a pify that the agents cannot guarantee that 
the ameoities they have to offer in the way of peace and 
comfort shall operate within as well aa withont' 

NererthelesB, there are some to whom the possiession of 
a house in which tiicy can take a pride and pleasore, be 
it large or small, is a constant, everyday enhancement of 
life's interests, and at this time the occupants of Little 
Kemxale were amongst them. 

They were a Captain and Mrs. Douglas Irving, who 
had already lived there for two years, and hoped to live 
there for the remainder of a lease of seven, . fourteen, or 
twenty-one years, and longer still if they should be per- 
mitted. They had youth, health, and a snfficiency of inonne; 
two small, naughty, but most engaging children ; and tastes 
and habits which could all be gratified by the manner of 
life they had chosen. 

Doaglas Irving was in the middle thirties, and his wife 
in the late twenties. He had retired from the Service 
two years before upon the death of his father, who hod 
left him a fortnne of between thirty and forty thousand 
pomids, after having told him persistently ever since he 
had first mentioned the subject that he might expect about 
five hundred a year and not a penny more. It was about 
what the old gentleman had spent himself, living in rooms 
in London near his club, ever since the death of his wife 
in Douglas's childhood. He may have saved the rest nntil 
it had rolled np to the respectable sum mentioned, or he 
may have amused his leisure with investments that had 
turned ont luckily. At any rate, there was no donbt about 
tile money, and Donglos Irving could never think of the 
day in which he had learnt of what had come to him without 
s g^w of memory. 
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It had made such ft difference to him. He bad always 
been hard np, and bad always bated being bard up. At 
school he had had less pocket-money tban other boys, at 
Sandhnrst and in his re^ment a smaller allowance than 
his fellows. And he bad bad no happy home life as a child, 
except for the first few dimly remembered years in India, 
when his mother had been alive. He bad been sent borne 
to an aunt who bad married a clergyman with a living in 
a poor London suburb, and little to supplement it with, and 
he had spent his dreary school holidays there for the moat 
part, and some of his leaves, when he was too " broke " to 
amuse himself elsewhere. 

He bad enjoyed soldiering, and especially the two years 
he had spent in South Africa, when he bad been enabled 
to pQt straight his already slightly dislocated finances. He 
bad been a very yomig subaltern then, and bad developed 
a military keenness that had somewhat evaporated later on, 
when be had settled down to a pottering life in a garrison 
town. Then he had obtained a five years' billet as adjutant 
to a Territorial regiment, and that had been better, for he 
had bad more money to spend, and opportunities for sport, 
in a friendly county. Bat he was already " dipped " again 
financially when he fell in love with the only cbUd of a 
lady, the widow of a clergyman, who lived in the seaside 
town nearest to the one In which he was quartered. It was 
an uninently suitable match, the girl's birth being about 
on a level with his own; his father had made no objections 
to It, but had offered to increase his allowance by a hundred 
ponnds a year, if the girl's mother would make her a like 
allowance. 

It would just "ran to it," and he thought himself very 
fortunate, tbongb his debts, about which he said nothing, 
somewhat dimmed the bright prospect. He thought bim- 
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self more fortonate still vben he discovered that his fianeie 
bad abont three bnndred a year of her own, and would 
have tatfaer more than doable that when ber mother died. 
He seemed to have come into wealth nnlimited, or at least 
to b»ve tbe happy prospect of furnishing a charming little 
country cottage and living in it in the most ideal fartiion. 
His tastes already inclined to a quiet, domestic, country ex- 
istence, with as mnch conntry sport to salt it as could be 
obtained on the least possible expenditure ; and he was very 
mnch in love with the girl be was going to marry. He had 
loved her when he thonj^t she had nothing, and did not 
love her the less because her small income enabled them 
to start their niarried life in a way that delighted both of 
them together. 

But the debts soon began to ovcTsbadow their happinen. *-• 
The two children came, one a year and the other two years 
after they were married, and even without them it is doubt- 
fnl whether the scale upon which they lived in their pretty 
creeper-smothered bandbox would have enabled them^ to 
keep their heads above water. Beatrix Irving had a head 
for management, Iiut little experience. Their income was 
about the same as hers and her mother's had been, and they 
lived in a smaller house, though in a more elaborate way, 
with mnch CDtertaining of men friends, and many little 
extravagances such as she had had no previous experience 
of. She trusted her husband with the apportionment of 
their inccnne, and never exceeded the allowances for the 
spending of which she herself was responsible; and she 
did not like to suggest to him any curtailment of the ex- 
penditure which kept him so gay and happy that the little 
house was full of snnriiine for her, in spite of tbe shadow 
that was creeping over it. Then the children came, and she 
was too much occupied to take upon herself tbe initiation of 
a different scale of expenditure altogether, which would 
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soon h&ve become absolutely neceaaar; but for ber mother's 
death. 

This was a great grief to her, and her health, after the 
birth of her second child, was not good for a time. She 
allowed herself to drift with the current, and only mildly 
opposed the taking of a larger house daring the remaining 
year of her husband's adjutancy. They had already out- 
grown their cottage, and the honse was a very nice one. 
If they liked it they could stay on there, for Douglas 
Irving had already decided that he would not go hack to 
his regiment He was very sympathetic with her over her 
nnexpected loss, but " in a way " it was " providential," 
and with the addition of the handsome old-fashioned furni- 
ture and effects that his wife had inherited, and their 
increased income, his own genuine sorrow was assuaged by 
the inauguration of the new house, and also by the abili^ 
to settle old accounts. 

But the shadow soon closed over the new house, as it 
had closed over the old one. There was a stable and 
a large garden to keep up, to say nothing of the nurseries, 
and not nearly enough money to do tbat and all the rest 
with, unless the money hod been carefully husbanded, which 
it wasn't. The appointment came to an end, and there was 
so much less Income. They let their honse and went abroad 
for a year. Then Colonel Irving died, all the difficulties 
were swept away, and a new and most delightful life opened 
' np before them. 

Snch had been the history of this fortunate young 
couple np to the time of their settling at Little Eenusle, 
and perhaps Beatrix Irving realised exactly bow fortunate 
they had been. Her husband yielded to her in no way in 
gratitude for the change that had now come over their life 
and prospects, and felt it all the more because his past 
presented itself to him as a perpetual and undeserved 
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Btraggle agsinst adversity. If he had seen it in its true 
light, it had been nothing but a succession of generous 
chances soch as come to very few spendthrifts. For there 
was no doubt th&t Douglas Irving was a spendthrift, 
although not of the neck or nothing type of Meadshire. He 
was of onr second sort — those who want money for the sske 
of poBsesBions. He loved a house and its conteota, and the 
power of adding to them. That was the necessary back- 
ground of his life. And he wanted money for the sake 
of opportunities, not to throw away, as Meadshire did. In 
fact, when he came into his compact little fortune, he sud- 
denly became careful about money. Many spendthrifts 
have that contradictory faculty. The Meadshires would 
gaily dissipate in a year a sum that would keep them hand- 
somely for the rest of their lives, with no disturbance of 
mind as to what should come after. The Irvings would 
uever know a happy moment in dissipating a fortune, unless 
tbey had some hopes that another would follow it They 
do not dissipate fortunes at a stroke; they eat into them. 
And all the time they writhe under the troubles of debt, and 
are well aware that nothing they seek to enjoy is worth 
the price they pay for it, or is enjoyable at all unless it 
has the quality of permanence. 

So Dooglas Irving conceived of himself as having thor; 
ou^y learnt his lesson, by a series of awkward strokes 
of fate, and by long periods of life in which his enjoyments 
hod been almost completely spoilt by the conBcionsness 
that be was beading for catastrophe. He would indeed be 
a fool if he overspent an Income large enough to afiFord 
him everything he really cared about in life, when there was 
DO longer any prospect of that income being Increased. Of 
course, he could have done very well with twice as much, 
and it waff necessary to be careful. But a wise man cuts 
his coat according to his cloth, and If the cloth is long 
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enongh even finds some satisfaction in the process. Irving 
now kept faia accounts carefolly, and took a good deal of 
pleasure in doing so. He even saved money every year — 
not very much, but enon^ to give him the comfortable feel- 
ing of living well within his income and providing for 
Jimbo's education. His pass-book was no longei a re- 
proach, hot a beneficence, and it was exciting to enter into 
an occasional little speculation — always with the " margin," 
never with money allotted to other purposes. He had 
tamed over a new leaf altogether, and shuddered at the 
thought of the old ones; and it seemed extremely unlikely 
that he wonld ever jeopardise bis present substantial happi- 
ness by reverting to his old carelessness about money. , 

An extra piece of luck had befallen him at the time he 
had taken Little Kemsale. Meadshire had suddenly de- 
cided that he would let hia shooting. It was part of his 
fantastic way of doing things that he decided everything 
of this sort in a hurry and without any reference to other 
dedsions. He would not let Kemsale with it, and Little 
Kemsale he bad already let about a month before. His 
agent was in despair, and came to Irving to ask him to sell 
back his lease. " How on earth can I let eighteen thousand 
acres of shooting without a house?" he asked. Irving 
refused to surrender his lease, but thought he might help 
him otherwise. He knew of a rich bachelor who was on 
the look-oat for a shoot; if he took this one he might work 
it from Little Kemsale. 

He ran np to London, full of eagemesa. His friend 
came down with him and surveyed the prospect Eventually 
an arrangement was come to by which Fanshawe, the rich 
friend, and two others took the shooting. Irving was to 
manage it for them and they were to pay their share of 
expenses whenever they and their friends came down. The 
arrangement was to be made for three years. Meadshire 
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objected to this, bnt gave way sodden!; Then negotiations 
were on the point of breaking off altogether. 

The result, as it affected Irving, was that he had all the 
fnn of a hig shoot at no expense whatever, and practicallj 
sared his rent besides. It may be imagined that be did 
not love Little Eemsale the less because these sporting 
amenities had become unexpectedly attached to it. 

On an October evening, about a month after the sale 
at Eemsale, Douglas and Beatrix Irving were walking htnne 
together. They had been to interview keepers about the 
arrangements for the next day, for their friends were com- 
ing down that evening for the first big maxHXuvre amongst 
the pheasants. 

It was a lovely mild evening, with an illusive air of 
spring in it They were both in the highest spirits. Things 
were going so well with them, and there was not a care 
on the horison. And they both looked forward to the 
entertainment immediately ahead. The house would be 
crammed to the uttermost, and both of them enjoyed that 
thoroughly. 

They swung along the road at a sharp pace, chattering 
about the coming pleasures. Beatrix had entirely recov- 
ered from her weakness of some years before. She was full 
of health and vigour in these days, and was almost as much 
in the open air as her husband. , With her slim figure, in 
its cleanly cut tweeds, she looked no more than a j^rl. 
Douglas was straight and spare too, and still kept his look 
of youth, althou^ he was approaching his thirty-fifth birth- 
day. He was a good-looking fellow, of the well-set-up 
military type, with crisp gingery hair and a dose-cat 
moustache to match, over a month full of strong white 
teeth. He had never known a day's illness in his life, not 
even a twinge of toothache. The gods had showered their 
^fts on him, and it must be said that at the present time 
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he vas grateful to tbem, thongh be did not recognise the 
fall measure of their lavishness. 

The two of tbem lingered in the garden, under a sky 
of amber and jade. The; were as keen on the garden as 
on everything else at Little Kemsale, and jnst now there 
were borders being reconatitated and flowering shrnbs 
planted. Douglas slipped his arm into bis wife's as they 
examined the long doable border that led througb the middle 
of the garden behind the honse, and found fault with what 
had been done while they were out They were the beat 
of friends, tbeae two. Their continned pleaanre in one 
another's aoideij was another gift of the gods, bat one 
which they took aa a matter of course. 

They had tea in Douglas's room, which had been built 
for a billiard room when the hnose hod been rearranged. 
It was not big enoogh for a billiard-table and the furniture 
of a comfortable sitting-room besides, so he had made a 
lilvary of it, for he read a good deal, and liked buying 
books and arranging them on his shelves. He had bought 
a good many at the sale at Kemsale, and brought his book- 
shelves round to a return that jutted out into the room, by 
the door. The work bad just been finished, and all the 
books, new and old, arranged to suit the extension. And 
two or three of the prints that he had also bought from 
Kemsale were hung on the back of the new bookcase, which 
was covered with red canvas to match the walls of the room. 
Douglas was enchanted with the effect. The maddng of 
the door made the room, whicb was large enough to benefit 
by such an arrangement, ever so much cosier. Tbe hand- 
some binding of many of the books from Kemsale added to 
the appearance of the well-filled shelves. He sat on the 
cushioned fender In front of the fire, with his hands in 
his pockets, and looked ronnd him with deep satisfaction. 

"It's a great snccess, isn't it?" he said. "The only 
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thing aboat it is that the room is so jolly now th&t there's 
nothing more to do to it" 

That was the &y in the ointment The pleasure of 
" making " a room, to those who have those tastes, is keener 
than the pleasnre of living in it 

Beatrix laughed. She liked " nice " things, but was 
without the driving acquisitive taste. " We shall have 
enongh books now to keep os qoiet for a long time to come," 
she said. 

Douglas rose and went up to the shelves. " I don't 
know/' be said. " There are a good man^ we haven't got 
that we on^t to have. I rather wish I had bid np for 
that Pentland Stevenson." 

" Oh, m^ dear boy, it went np to a terrific price; and 
you've got aU Stevenson." 

" Not quite all, and not in a good edition. That one 
Is sure to go np in value still further. That's the best 
of buying good editions. They're jolly to have, and jon 
can sell 'em for more than yon gave, if you want to. I 
say, it's jolly getting this whole set of ' Punches,' isn't it? 
Fancy having them all bound in red morooeo like that! I 
most ask Meadsfaire wliere it was done. We shall have to 
get the new ones bound in the same way." 

" I don't snppose he knows," said Beatrix. " It wonld 
be done by the groom of the chambers, just bccdnse it had 
always been done in that way; and probably Lord Mead- 
shire never looked at them. It's perfectly appalling the 
waste that went on in that house. There was nobody to 
check anything." 

DoQglas returned to the fireside, where Beatrix was now 
bnsy with the tea-table. Meadshire and Eemsale were 
perennial sources of conversation. 

" In a way," said Douglas — this was a very frequent 
opening of his — ^"in a way, I can onderstand Meadshire 
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being qnite relieved at getting rid of a great avergntwn 
place like Kemsale. Yon might almost say it waa never 
really bis. It was chock fnll of jollj things, bnt they had 
all been pot there by somebody else. He jnst lived amongst 
tbem, when he was there, and didn't c&re a bit about tbem." 

" I'm not snre that he didn't. He was very keen on 
getting the things that he and Grace wanted for the Herons' 
Nest, and furions when they bid np against him in that 
extraordinary way." 

"Well, that's jnst what I say. The Herons' Nest is 
their own, in a way that Kemsale never was. Of course 
they take tremendons interest in it, and in everything they 
pat into it It even gives Meadshire something to do that 
he enjoys, though it isn't one of his chief tastes — that sort 
of thing — and he'll probably get tired of it when it's all 
done." 

" Poor Lord Meadshire ! " 

" He's nobody's enemy but bis own. You were going to 
say it; I know yoo were." 

Beatrix pansed, looked slightly indignant, and then 
laughed, and Douglas bent down to her and kissed her. 
It was one of the amiable habits of this couple to take 
each other up in this way when any obvious remark seemed 
about to be made. 

When the tea was nearly over, the two children mshed 
in like a tornado. Woosle, whose baptismal name was 
Emily Beatrice, had reached the tootb-shedding age, but 
was otherwise of exceptional and, as it seemed to her 
father, even of super-earthly beauty. She had very dark 
eyes and hair, and a pair of reedy brown legs, of which 
her afternoon costame displayed the greater proportion. 
She burled herself at her father, who hod just time enough 
to put down his teacup in order to receive the assault, and 
be hugged her and rumpled ber and tamed her over hi» 
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ahonlder and back again in a wa; that made ber shriek 
vith joj, and tben threw himself into his deep easy-chair 
with her on his knee. 

In the meantime Jimbo, who was all white sailor snit, bine 
eyes, and lacqnet-colonred hair, had been taming somer- 
aanlts in the middle of the room, with rociferons demands 
for notice between each event. When he had nearly opset 
the tea-table his mother caught him, laid him wrig^ing 
across ber knee, and essayed to slap that part of him which 
seemed to have been made for the purpose; but failing in 
this intention polled him nprigbt and hogged bim instead. 

" You'll spoil that young roffian before yonVe done with 
him," said Douglas. 

" Yoall spoil that little minx long before yon're done 
with her," retorted Beatrix. " We are both very nnwjse . 
parents. Now then, Jimbo, tell mommy everything yon 
have been doing this afternoon with Lliette, in French." 

" Which mrnoomy won't nndentand," said Douglas. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE BHOOTINO VA&TY 

Tbk shooting party arrived with a cheerful bnstle in 
comfortaUe time to ■ettle thenuelres for dinner. It con- 
sisted of John Fanshave, a large good-hnmoored rather 
laE7 bachelor of no occnpation; William Bradgate, who 
had been in Donglas Irving's regiment and was now of the 
Stock Exchange, with his wifej and Charles Wesbrook, a 
SDcceasfnl hard-working barrister, with a alow smile and 
a confidential manner. There were also of the party the 
Rector of Kenuale and the agent to the Mesdshire property, 
both of whom were to shoot with them on the morrow. 

The Rector was a consin of Meadshire's — the Honoop- 
able and Reyerend James Compton. He was not clerical, 
either in manner or appearance — a very tall thin man of 
about forty, with sleek black hair well brushed back, and 
a cynical type of face permanently decorated with an eye- 
glass. He had no particular love for bis work, and no 
particular aptitude for it, but did what had to be done in 
the way of duty conscientioasly, and was well enon^ liked 
by his parishioners. He was a bachelor, and reputed rich, 
both from the emoluments of his living, which were sub- 
stantial, and from private sources. He lived in some style 
and considerable comfort in his charming rectory house, 
from which he hunted regularly throughout the season. 
Apart from sport, he was something of a recluse; it was not 
very often that Beatrix Irving could get him to accept on 
invitation to dinner, and he hardly ever dined out at any 
of the country houses round about He was an omnivorous 
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reader, and if be could ever be induced to talk, in con- 
genial company, exbibited a mind stocked with all kinds 
of knovlcdge. He seemed to forget notbing that he had 
erer read, and had marvellous powers of assimilating and 
collating his knowledge. But he made no nse of it, had 
never published a line, or written anything except some 
quite ordinary sermons. Douglas Irving was a little 
afraid of him. With his encyclopadic knowledge, he was 
a wet blanket upon his own facile excursioDS into the, field 
of mental culture, and did not respond too heartily to 
friendly advances. But he was rather proud of him too, 
and recognised to the fuU his remarkable abilities. " That 
fellow knows more tiian any fellow I've erer .met," he 
would say to those to whom he wished to exhibit him. " Yon 
try him on any subject — I don't care what it is — and youll 
find he knows more about it than you do. Jolly good man 
on a horse too," he would usually add, " and knows all the 
conntry like a book. Yod'U never find him far behind 
when It comes to the end of things." 

Captain Herbert Fuller, Meadsblre's agent, was a small, 
compact man of about sixty. He was rather a pathetic 
figure to those who knew of biff life and Immediate sor- 
roondlngs. He had married rather beneath him, and his 
wife had been trying to persuade everybody ever since that 
she had married beneath her. She was extravagant. In a 
yellow-haired towny sort of way, and had a daughter of 
one and twen^ whom she was training to follow in her 
footsteps. They Uved in a converted farmhouse, which 
woold have been an ideal country home if Mrs. Fuller had 
had any idea of how to make it so. But there was no com- 
fort or enjoyibent inside it, at least for the poor little 
peaceably minded Captain Fuller, who was obliged to spend 
on it the whole of his hardly earned income, and had con- 
stant ado not to exceed IL Mrs. Fuller went by the name 
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of Tottie behind her back, and all tbe ladies of the 
neighbourhood regarded her as a scourge. Some of them 
were sorry for her dan^ter, Irene, agreeing that she had 
not had much chance; but she was dull and slow at the 
' bestj and hj this time she h&d been generally giren up, aa 
material to be worked upon. Mrs. Fuller had been making 
Indjcrous attempts during the past fire years to marry her 
to the Rector, who could hardly bring himself to be civit 
to either of them. Poor little Herbert, as Captain Fuller 
was usually called, would never hare been allowed to dine 
at Little Kemsale en gaffon as he was now doing, and 
Beatrix Irving would never have spoilt such a party by ask- 
ing his women folk, if they had been there to be asked. But, 
fortunately, Tottie and Irene were amusing themselves 
shopping in London, and poor little Herbert, with bis neat 
little grey moustache and sharp decisive speech, was quite 
ready to expand to bis small limits, and play his part in 
a company conristing chiefly of men. 

" Well, Eemsale is sold," be told tbem, standing before 
the fire in the drawing-room, and looking sharply frtan one 
to the other. " I hod the news thii afternoon. But I 
can't t«ll yoD who's the buyer yet." 

" Oh, I can," said Bradgate. " I heard it in the Cit7 
this morning. It's Armitage Brown. Dongas, my boy, 
if you play your cards well, you'll get tips that will put 
money in your pocket all the time." 

There was a general exclamation. This wav news in- 
deed, and gave matter for discussion during the greater part 
of the dinner to which they now went in. 

Every now and then there arises on the horizon a man 
of business who captures the imagination of the whole 
country; a man who stands for brilliant success and oppor- 
tunities for unlimited wealth. Armitage Brown was that 
man at this time — a self-made man, as most of them arc. 
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a keen and masterfnl financier, with some big affairs to his 
credit, and as yet no trail of deluded victims hanging on to 
his operatioDS. And indeed tbere seemed to be no reason, 
in his case, to anticipate the oltimate downfall tfaat not 
infrequently overtakes these Napoleons of finance. His 
operations were large and bold, bnt the; were clean and 
sonnd enough, or at least had attracted none of the criticism 
that wonld have been eager to pounce npon them if there 
had been any points to direct itself against And the 
public at this time was cautious about such operators, and 
apt to be suspicions of them. The last one had gone down 
heavily, and dragged thousands with him. Armitage Brown 
bad a difficult path to tread, bnt so far he had trodden it 
without a slip. 

Bradgate had a good deal to say about him. " He's 
more like one of the big American fellows, the Camegies 
and Pierpont Morgans, than our Jabea Bal fours and 
Whittaker Wrights," he said. " He's got the eye for it; 
sees money in everything." 

"The rubber boom started him, didn't it?" a^ed 
Wesbrook. 

" Oh, he'd made a pUe long before that. But he prob- 
ably more than doubled it over rubber. All Ms things 
were sound, too; that's what gave him his reputation. 
And he made another scoop when the slump came ; he knew 
his markets. He's a wily bird, Mr. Armitage Brown. 
He'll be a big little man one of these days, bigger than be 
is now." 

Most of the company round the dinner-table were anxions 
for news of Mr. Armitage Brown on his private and 
domestic side, which would affect them more than his public 
—^tiB wealth being taken for granted. Bnt there was 
very little news forthcoming. 

" I've seen him in the City," said Bradgate. " He's a 
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luiddle-aged fellow with a heavy jo^ and a atnbby mons- 
toche, nothmg very remarkable to look at I don't fane; 
anybody knows much about bun in his happy home. He 
seema to have kept that darkj ao far." 

" He has a great b)g honse out at Hillgrore," aald 
Weabrodi. 

" Ah, yea, in the anburbn And now he'a ready to cot 
a daah aa the cotintry gentleman. Yonll be having some 
changes here, Douglas, my boy." 

Poor little Herbert had been soaking in the information 
afforded with an ever-lengthening face. " I hope he wont 
be trjring new-fangled experiments with the land," he said. 

" Of conrae he will," aaid Bradgate. " Yon'll be tangbt 
your bnainesa. Fuller. I bet hell make the land pay, too, 
whatever experiments he tries." 

Poor little Herbert's face grew longer atill. It seemed 
possible that under the circumstances he might not be 
there to learn his buainess over again. And if he were 
dismissed, what chance had he, at hia age, of getting 
another job? 

" Then we know now who it was that bought all that 
fumitnre at the aale," aaid Beatrix. " Of courae, if it 
waa a man av rich aa that, he wouldn't mind what he paid 
for it" 

Thia was a new light It moved the Rector to speech. 
" I don't imagine I ahall get on with a man like that," 
he aaid slowly. 

The rest looked at him. This was important 

" Headshire telephoned to hia ogenta," he went on, " that 
he wanted to buy in a few family thinga, and Brown, or 
whoever it was, told them to bay them all the same." 

" Ves, that's Master Armitage all over," said Bradgate. 
" What he wants he's going to have." 

" What abont the ahoot? " asked Fanshawe. 
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"Well, he c&n't turn us oat of that this aeasmi. I don't 
suppose we shall get it sgain, thon^. Master Armltage 
will want to leam to shoot himself. I don't suppose he's 
ever done such a thing beftoe. Wben's he coming down, 
Fuller?" 

Poor little Herbert came out of a painful reverie with a 
jump. " I don't know/' he said. " I just beard Out the 
sale was complete — the honse and all the farms." 

" What an appalling prospect ! " said the Rector. 

His tone brought a short pause. It showed him to have 
considered the news in Its entirety, and to be pronouncing 
upon it. His character and position were such that the 
way it struck him gave food for conjecture as to future 
derelopmests. 

" It will make a good deal of difteieace to all of ns," 
said Douglas. 

Mrs. Bradgate broke In. She was a lively pretty little 
woman, some years younger than her husband. " You 
ought to have a lot more fun than yon did when Lord 
Meadshlre was here," she said. " You can't say that he 
is much loss." 

There was another pause, such as to cause her to look 
round to see whether she had said something that she ought 
not to have said. She met her husband's eyes directed 
towards her with humorous tolerance. "Oh, yes, yon've 
put your foot in it all right," he said. " Mr. Compton is 
Lord Meadshire's cousin." 

The slight tension was relieved. Compton laughed with 
the rest " Yon needn't mind, Mrs. Bradgate," he said. 
"I don't in the least. My cousin's follies have been as 
annoying to me as to everybody else." 

It was not quite what be mig^t have been expected to 
say. Opinion towards Meadshire was tolerant at this time. 
He had at least paid the full price for his follies, and 
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sboald be considered iiiimane from critidam until he com- 
mitted further ones. Besides, as Beatrix Irving bad said 
with such originalitj, he was nobody's enemy but bis own, 
and he had certainly never acted with enmity towards any 
of those present. 

Poor little Herbert came np loyally to his defence. " He 
was a very good landlord," he said. " Lots of landowners 
who wanted more money out of their estates could have 
done all sorts of things to get it or save it that he never 
did. Everything has been kept up, till the last raioRte." 

Perhaps some of the dislike that Confpton felt for the 
persecuting Tottie extended vicariously to that lady's hus- 
band; perhaps he merely resented a hint of contradiction. 
He looked at the speaker not at all amiably. " He never 
gave a moment's thought to his duties as a landlord," he 
said. "Yon know that as well as I do. He just let 
everything slide." 

Poor little Herbert was taken aback by this direct attack, 
and Bobsided, fingering bis moustache. Douglas Irving 
came to his rescue, amiably, but with a shade of nervous- 
ness. " He knew that he could safely leave everything to 
Fuller," he said. 

Compton tamed to him. His face was pale, and his jaw 
set. " I've kept pretty much to myself," he said, " while 
all this business has been going on. I've been hotUing up 
irtiat I feel about it Now I'll tell you, str^ght oat. I 
think that for a man in Meadsbire'a position, the way he's 
dealt with this property is a betrayal of trust. Everybody 
is inclined to pat him on the back now, and say he's done 
the right thing. He was in debt, and he's given np every- 
thing. What right had he to give np everything? If a 
general in the field gets into a mess, are you going to pat 
him on the back if he slinks out of it and gives up his 
troops? " 
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He threw biniself back id his chair. The paoae that 
followed was very awkward indeed. He bad spoken with 
heat, sdvandng a diseoncerting point of view. No one 
wanted to blame Meadahire; do one wanted to disciiu the 
ethics of landowning. 

Mrs. Bradgate broke the silence. " I feel very sorry 
for poor Lord Meadshire," she said feelingly. 

There was a moment's tension, and then everybody 
IsQ^ed, except Compton, who glared at her. 

"Now we are going to have this company promoter foisted 
on di," be went on. " Hell ride roughshod over every- 
thing and everybody. Nothing will be the same as it was 
before. And that's what Meadshire has brought as to." 

No one in the room had heard him talk like this before, 
or indeed express himself with warmth npon any subject 
whatever. Don^^as Irving was impressed by bis manner 
to vague discomfort 

"Oh, well, perhaps he won't be so bad," he said. " He 
won't want to upset people." 

Compton made no reply, except a shrug of the shodders. 

Charleff Wesbrook entered the lists in his slow delibera- 
tive way. " That sort of thing is going on all over Eng- 
land," he said, " the old men going out and the new men 
coming in. It doesn't work so v«Ty badly. The new men 
make mistakes occasionally, but they learn, and before yon 
know where yon are, they're the old men in their turn." 

Compton roused himself again. Evidently, anything but 
complete accord with his opinions irritated him. " It's 
only the people who are bred and bom to it who know how 
to deal ^th land," be said dogmatically. " Every time 
a property passes from the hands of those who understand 
land, and comes into the hands of those who don't, the 
country goes back." 

Nobody was ready to draw fire npon himself by dia- 
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puting this propositioD. Mrs. Bradgate did ao by inqoiring: 
" Tbat's what jaa call Hi^ Toryism, isn't It? " 

She asked the question with engaging innocence, her 
head a little on one side and her limpid eyes fixed sweetly 
npon Compton's face. He replied, rather sonrly: "It's 
common sense, which I sappose is the same thing," and 
then everybody else laughed, once more. 

Later on in the evening, when Compton and Fuller bad 
gone home, and the rest of them were round the fire in 
Douglas's room, the little lady was accused of pulling the 
Rector's leg. 

But she would not acknowledge it " Yon always laugh 
at me. Bill, whenever I try to take part in a serious conver- 
sation," she complained. " I believe you think I'm a fool." 

"We don't, Mrs. Bill," said Fanshawe. "We think 
you're a very clever woman. I say. Dongas, that parson 
of yours is what yon call high and dry, ehp " 

"I'm a Tory myself," said Wesbrook; "but I hate 
intolerance." 

" He didn't show up very well to-nighV Douglas ad- 
mitted. "He's an extraordinarily elever fellow, really; 
and a joUy good man on a " 

" It doesn't take much cleverness to repeat all the Tory 
gags," interrupted Wesbrook. " That's about all he did 
to-night." 

" Oh, well," said Douglas; "he's rather a bore on poli- 
tics, I admit But get him on any other subject — I don't 
care what it is — and there's no fellow who knows more." 

" If he thinks in that way about Mr. Armitage Brown," 
said Beatrix, " they won't get on very well when he 
comes here." 

" As he's so keen on people ddng tbdr doty," said 
Wesbrook, " I should say that a parson's duly is to keep 
on good terns with his squire." 
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" I suppose he'll still look on Meadsfaire as his squire, 
if he's going on living hete," said Fansbawe. 

" Wellj he's his own sqoire — ^in a way," said Dongias. 
" He bought die patronage of Eemsale from Meadshire, 
to prevent his selling it elsewhere." 

" Then in that case I shoold think he'd make himself 
a thorn in the side of Master Armitage," aald Bradgate. 
" I shouldn't be too ready to take sides if I were you, 
Duggy. Amiitage Brown is as rich as Crcesus, and if 
he's decided that his time has come to set up In an 
enormons house like Eeuuale, there'll probably be some 
fun going. 

The advice fitted in with Douglas's inclinations. "Of 
course I'm sorry to see Meadshire tamed out," he said. 
"But after all, he's sold the place and got bis price. 
The new man ought to have his chance. It will be rather 
exciting, finding out what he's like." 

" Lord Meadshire is furious at his stopping him getting 
the things that he and Grace wanted at the sale," said 
Beatrix. " I don't think he will give him a very warm 
welctMue." 
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Oh a Sunday afternoon at about this time, Mr. Anaitage 
BroTH and bis wife and son and dangbtei were drinking 
tea in the morning-room of HiUgrove Towers. 

Hillgrove Towers was a castellated mansion which had 
been profusely erected in the middle of the nineteenth cen- 
tury on the site of an older bonse. It stood in about twenty 
acres of beautiful grounds, on the side bf a hill overlooking 
the country to the south of London, from the heart of 
which it was divided by three or faar miles of suburbs, 
which already hammed it in on three sides and were fast 
pushing out beyond it on the fotcrth. The trams ran along 
the rood upon which its lodge gates were situated ; Armitage 
Brown's motor-car deposited him at his office In the City in 
less than half an hour from the time of his stepping into 
it at the front door of the Towers, and had been known 
to come borne from a late theatre, when the streets were 
clear, in a quarter of an hoar. 

Bat inside the high walls that surrounded the property 
there was complete seclusion, and except for the sooty 
coating on the trunks of trees and the leaves of shrubs, 
yon mi^t have been in a garden in the heart of the 
country. It was very opulent, in the way of great ranges 
of glass-bouses, elaborate effects of tender flowers in tfae 
summer beds, and very carefully tended lawns; bnt there 
were sylvan recesses within its limits besides, and a tree- 
enclosed paddock or two, and a large lake on the lower 
ground. 
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These rura in urbe are becoming increasingly rare in 
the immediate ootskirta of London. At the time that the 
pretentioiu " Towera " had taken the place of the pleasant 
old rambling house that had stood here, this one had 
been actually in the country, and a little bit of the coontry 
was still preserved within its vails. But ontside them 
there was nothing but a waste of little hoofles, running in 
rectangular streets over the ground where there had once 
been meadows and arable fields belonging to the old bouse. 
A few such places have lately been preseiTed from the 
fate that has overtaken moat of them by the rise of motor- 
transport. Rich people who like space around them, but 
have no further leanings towards country life, might be 
expected to compete eagerly for the possession of them, 
where they have been made almost as accessible as South 
Kensington or Caropden Hill. But there remains a sort 
of stigma on suburban life, even where it has almost ceased 
to become suburban, and few families that inhabit such 
places as " The Towers " remain in them for more than 



The Browns had lived here for nearly twenty years, 
and now they were ready to move on. They were a case 
in point. 

Armitage Brown was a self-made man, but be was not 
sprung from the lowest classes of the community. He 
had no difficulty with his h's, and had never eaten with 
his knife. His father had been in business in the City, 
in connection with produce of some sort, and had even 
left him some money. He had an elder brother who still 
carried on the paternal business, and did well wttb it 
Armitage Brown had left school at fourteen and entered 
a stockbroker's firm, first as office-boy, then as clerk, then 
as authorised clerk. For ten or twelve years he had 
remained obscure, one of the many thousand young men 
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who work in offices in London, uid go home every night 
to some nnknown dwellinpplace, in which they live a life 
completely separated from that of their working hours. 
The degree to which the one life is subordinated to the 
other will nsnally give the degree to which sny one of 
these young men has it in him ito raise himself out of 
the mck. 

Armitage Brown married early, on a very small income, 
and his three children, one of whom died in infancy, came 
quickly, one after the other. He might, at this stage, well 
have been immersed in the little interests and anxieties 
of his home life, as are many thousands like him. The 
difficulty felt by such men as he is often in finding just 
that first small sum of money which they can use as a 
lever in raising themselves oot of the salaried class. To 
that extent he had handicapped himself by bis early mar- 
riage, for the whole of his salary was swamped in current 
expenses. 

But he was learning, and watching for hla chance all 
the time. He saw it, and asked his father for money, which 
was refused him. He never forgave this, not even when 
his father died and left him a couple of thousand pounds. 
That sum was nothing to him then. A tenth of it would 
have saved him three years of poverty, if he conld have 
had the use of it at the right time. 

It was for three years that he waited for the next chance, 
but in the meantime his salary had increased, and his 
home expenses had not — not by a penny. His wife knew 
nothing of the business side of his life. For all the infor- 
mation he gave her she might have expected him to remain 
a poor clerk all his days. 

He came home one evening and told her that they conld 
afford to move into a larger hoas« and keep three servants 
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instead of ooe. He was his own master now — ^had been 
for a month and more — and waa doing well. 

Exactly how well he was doing she had not the slightest 
idea of. Things had begun to march at last. He was 
only twenty-five, but it seemed to him that he had passed 
a long lifetime of struggle, with all the chances against him. 

The years of watching and watting, and the ultimate 
(nccess, from which he nerer looked back, had, in fact, set 
their mark on him, and far more than he knew. On the 
one hand, he had wonderfolly perfected his knowledge and 
judgment, had learnt patience and strong self-restraint. 
There bad been many times when a speculation, hardly 
even risky, would have put him where he aimed at being. 
But be would not risk what he had — his reputation, the 
assured basis of bis home — ever bo slightly. When he 
fftmek, it vras with the certainty of succeeding. This hold- 
ing back of himself, through what seemed at his age long 
years, vrhile the spirit of adventore in him urged him to 
make use of his fast-matcring powers, was an achievement 
of character. 

On the other hand, the splitting up of his life into two, 
begun at that early age, marked the price which most men 
who make a strong assanlt upon wealth have to pay for 
their success. His working hoars were full of Interest; 
his home life was stunted and incomplete, for lack of money 
spent on easing the wheels of its machinery. Ease and 
enjoyment, these would come later; in the meantime he 
withdrew his mind from desire of them. 

If he could have made his wife a partner in his ambitiona 
no harm need have come of this. Bnt he knew, with the 
sharp instinctive knowledge of character that was already 
beginning to derelop In him, that she would not agree with 
him In sacrificing some years of their youth to the chance 
of large wealth in the future. She was a shade nxtre gently 
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nurtured than be, and while sbe bore oncomplainingly the 
poverty to which he condemned her and ber cbildren, as 
well as faimselff because she thought it onaToidable, it is 
doubtful if she would have foigiven him if she had known 
that he was depriving ber of the small yearly sum that 
would have taken off her shoulders the worst of tbe burden. 
He never did tell her that he had been saving money during 
the greater part of those bard years. She never looked 
back upon tbem with pleasure, as so many people who 
have become rich are able to do on their early days of 
poverty, except perhaps upon the first year of their married 
life, before the children bq;an to come. The struggle had 
marked her too deeply. She only wanted to forget it 

Nor did she know, when they moved to the larger boose, 
and her authorised expenditure was multiplied by four, bow 
small a proportion it still bore to what her husband conld 
have afforded. He set aside money for his home on terms 
that were almost cold-blooded, although he was a kind- 
heatted man by nature, and loved bis wife and children. 
He would certainly have said that ft was for them he was 
working, and believed it; and it would have been true 
with regard to the money that he allocated to the expenses 
of living. He allowed himself no pleasures that they did 
not share, and bis meals in tbe City, when he was scraping 
money together, and was of an age when the body calls 
out for noorisbment, were more meagre than theirs. Also, 
they would have all that they wanted in tbe future. But 
he would have kept them, and himself as well, on their 
almost starvation allowance for an indefinite time, if there 
had been any practical object to serve by doing so. There 
was none, when he did make the increase. The few hun- 
dreds a year that he allotted to living expenses counted 
as nothing in the turnover of bis operations. It was what 
he could afford without being hampned by its loss. He 
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fixed it hj that standard. It was put aside and not thongbt 
of again. It was for his wife to deal with it 

At this stage, then, he had already reached the point 
at which the roafcing of money was his chief object, and 
not any of the things that money could buy. He enjoyed 
the increased comfort of his home, but only in a very minor 
degree beside the enjoyment he obtained from bis work, 
and his now increasing opportonities in it. He rather 
guarded himself against interests ontside his business, from 
the feeling that the time had not yet come for him to 
divide tbem, in however small a degree. His evenings were 
apt to be dull; he came to the beginning of the week's 
work with much the same pleasurable anticipation as most 
men come to the end of it; and the annoal holiday was ~ 
acnte boredom to him. Hiv home was a place to rest in; 
he wanted no society but that of his wife and children, 
and was gradually unfitting himself for society, except 
that of men with whom he could talk business; he never 
read anything except what might have a bearing upon 
business ; he had a mild liking for music and pictures, and 
thought that he might develop those tastes later on, when 
he shoold become very much richer and should have more 
time. He did not see that he was impairing all his capa- 
bilities for enjoying life outside the doors of his office, and 
that the more money he should make the less be would be 
fitted to use it except as a lever to make more still. 

Probably the two years they spent in the semi-detached 
villa which was their second home was the happiest period 
of bis life. The severe restrictions of the early years, 
which had irked him, although much less so than his wife, 
were qvct, and he had absolutely everything that he desired 
in his home. And in the much fuller life that he lived in 
pursuance of his schemes, the glow of excitement was over 
everything — more so than in later years, when success was 
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a fact beyond all bassrd, and expectation embraced only 
the operation of the moment, and not the large fntnre. 

And yet, even at this stage, he would never have admitted 
that the skill with which he played the game of finance, 
and the success be might have in it, were the only things 
be really cared about To acknowledge that would have 
been to depreciate the coin for which he worked so bard 
to the value of a counter. No; he was to use it some day, 
or the overplus of it; but the using of it would need a 
whole new set of desires and occupations, and these would 
have to be created. It was a prospect that infused no 
warmth into his Imagination. He would like to be a rich 
and powerful man, living in a big house — at least, he 
supposed be would like iL But there was no hurry; that 
could all wait 

He was under thirty when he bought " The Towers," 
and his expenditure rose from hundreds to thousands. 
Those thousands had no more actual significance in the 
strategy of his dealings than the hundreds had had. He 
had gone beyond the point at which he could measure the 
satisfaction to be gained from existence in sncb a house 
by what it cost him. It might be said that, judged by 
any practical standard, it cost him nothing. 

Bat he did gain some genuine satisfaction over dealing 
with large sums of money in this way, for the first time. 
The feeling curiously resembled the spendthrift satisfac- 
tion in getting rid of money for the sake of getting rid 
of it, of which instance has already been made, but rested 
on very different grounds. Its basis was an attempt to 
touch the measure of possession, hitherto little tested on 
this side. Henceforward there would be no limits to tiie 
acquisition of anything that he might deaire to have — 
the desires themselves being contained within reasonable 
bounds by his previous training of himself. Cost need 
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not be counted, and indeed the satisfaction would have 
departed if it had had to be. The things that other men 
struggled hard for, as on end in themselves, and made 
themselves anxiouF about, he could now take, with no 
more forethought, as far as price was concerned, than is 
necessary for the bujing of a tpy in the street. 

That he could hardly expect to enjoy them when he 
bad got them, as much as if be bad been obliged to scheme 
for tbem, did not occur to him. He did enjoy possession 
of " The Towers " as much as he bad left himself capable 
of enjoying anything outside the main interest of his life. 
Its largeness and pretentiousness suited what taste be had 
in such matters, and it pleased him again to write a thump- 
ing cheque for its sumptuous furnishing, after he bad given 
his wife carte blanche in that respect. She was encouraged 
to run the house on a lavish scale, and be did the same 
himself with gardens and stable, but exercised his grasp 
of detail there, to the extent of not being imposed upon by 
servants. Otherwise everything was to be of the best, and 
be came to take a mild pleasure in bis forcing-bouses and 
conservatories. It amounted to no more than a stroll round 
them with a dgar, on Sundays or summer evenings, and 
a pride in the show they made. He knew the names of 
very few of the flowers banked there in gorgeous masses, 
and nothing at all about their growth; all that was left 
to bis gardeners. When the bouse was once famished 
bis interest in it ceased. He took for granted what was 
in it, and never thought of adding anything, though his 
wife was at liberty to buy what she liked. 

After a time he began to buy pictures. He bought them 
nearly all out of the yearly exhibitions at the Academy, 
and occasionally in aate-rooms, but bought none of an earlier 
date than the latter half of the nineteenth century. In 
time he acquired a large and representative collection of 
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modem British art on its more obvioDS side, and had paid 
in the aggregate a very large sum for it For many years 
this collection represented all hia expenditure outside the 
keeping up of his home; and be was growing richer and 
richer, though he had not yet reached the point at which 
his name had become a household word. 

Perhaps that was what he was nnconsciouBly striving for 
during those years — to take a recognised place amongst 
the big men. Work must have some end in view if it is 
to keep its salt, even though that end may not be definitely 
envisaged. He had no ambitions towards any larger Ufe 
outside his bosiness hours to which hir money could help 
him, and, denied an outlet there, his energies could only 
lead towards wide recognition, if they were to lead any- 
where. When the recognition came, when his name be<iame 
known everywhere, and hardly a newspaper was published 
without some mention of it, a change in his way of living 
seemed already to be indicated. He was to be carried on^ 
to embark on new and nntried waters, and it was not 
without snrpriAe that he learnt now that his own nntram- 
metled will was no longer the sole shaper of hia course. 

It was not likely that his wife's development under the 
influence of sudden and then increasing wealth should have 
followed the same course as his. Her interests had scope 
in what to him was only the permanent and oncfaanging 
background of his life, his own vital interests lying quite 
apart from it. In their second home, where she was able 
to throw off the constant burdensome anxieties of the days 
of their poverty, she began to make a life for herself. She 
was still young, rather handsome, rather stupid, but very 
eager for her place in the son. She waff domestic enon^ 
to find her chief pleasure in looking after her children 
and her house, but she also enjoyed the Intercourse that 
•he had with the people who inhabited similar houses to 
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Cbeir oim around them. She made no intimate friends, 
and what real sociaEnlity she had in her expended itself 
Qpon her own and her hosband's immediate relations. What 
she liked was the mechanism of sociability, the " calls," 
the " At Home " days, the formal gatherings. For these 
she dressed herself and decked her boose. 

When they mored to " The Towers," her life expanded 
largely, hut was still contained within limits essentially 
narrow. Her children were older now, and she left them 
a good deal with nnrses and governesses. When she learnt 
that she was at liberty to spend what to her was nnlimited 
money, she gave herself seriously to the question of dress.' 
There was hardly a day in the week in which she did 
not drive into London to " shop." The honrs she spent 
with dressmakers and milliners were the stirring hoars of 
her life. And she spent mnch money on expensive appcnnt- 
ments for the house, but never bought anything of real 
artistic value. 

" The Towers " was in quite another quarter from that 
in which they bad lived formerly, and she dropped all her 
old acquaintances completely, and filled their places with 
the people who at that time lived in Hillgrovc. This was 
not out of snobbery, from which she was comparatively 
free, bat simply because a circle of acquaintance was 
necessary in order to exercise the pseudo-social activities 
that went with such a house as " The Towers." The people 
who lived in similar, or rather smaller, houses immediately 
around were those amongst whom she must now play her 
part and her former acquaintances were cut. She wanted 
friendships as little as before. 

Armitage Brown had bought " The Towers " when Hill- 
grove bad already begun to deteriorate as a residential 
suburb. Through the years that followed, one by one the 
larger hooses disappeared, to make way for the streets 

D,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



6B THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

of sm&Il houses that were Hillgrove's ultimate fate. The 
wastage of people whom Mrs. Brown could ask to her 
house, and to whose houses she could go, went on very 
fast, and she had absolutely no reserves on which to draw 
elsewhere. It was a very rare thEng for her husband to 
bring a. business friend home with htm, and if he occasion- 
ally dined with one of tbcm in London, he did not take 
her with him. Not for years did she enter a house as Urge 
as her own, or indeed any honxe belonging to rich people, 
outside Hillgrove. 

When they had lived at " The Towers " for about twelve 
years they went to the Riviera for a holiday. It was the 
first time that either of them had ever been abroad; and 
it was the £rst time that Armitage Brown had ever enjoyed 
a holiday since his boyhood. His enjoyment was of a mild 
enough order. He liked the sunshine, and the bright life, 
and the change of food. He was jost beginning to feel 
ever so slightly the strain that his unremitting concentra- 
tion npon business had brought him. He was in the mood 
to lie fallow for a tew weeks. 

But to his wife the experience was a revelation of what 
life might he. The clothes alone would have filled her 
mind. She had always been a peacock amongst jackdaws, 
or at best amongst pheasants. She had dressed herself 
from fashion papers and show windows, not from other 
women. But here there was something to observe, some- 
thing to emulate. And she saw how much she had yet to 
learn. Strong ambition awoke in her. She had the figure, 
and the type of face, and the genius for it; and, of course, 
the money. Another year, if they came to this place — 
and she was determined that they would — she would shine 
in it as brightly as she bad shone amongst the women of 
Hillgrove. 

They made some acquaintances at the smart hotel 
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in which ibey stayed. Her husband made them more 
readily than she did. He waa already known as a rich 
man, &nd a rich man has no difficulty in making acquaint- 
ances. The men with whom he went over to Monte Carlo, 
or with whom he smoked and talked in the lounge of 
the hotel, or on the terrace overlooking the sea, found 
him companionable. He was interesting on his own sub- 
ject, and as his own subject was money there were plenty 
glad enough to listen to him. 

With her it was different. She had no warmth of nature 
to make up for her total lack of experience of the sort of 
life lived by the women with whom she foregathered. She 
had the sense to use a large silence and to learn much from 
their talk. But her frilence did not commend her to them, 
and whenever she did speak she stamped herself as sub- 
urban, or else as a stiff bore. The men who were inclined 
to cultivate her because of her good looks found her quite 
irresponsive. She wanted notice, bat not the sort of notice 
that demands any return. 

The net result of this visit was a door opened to her in 
Prince's Gate and another in Kensington Palace Gardens; 
and she and her husband spent a Sunday in August in a 
house that one of their new acquaintances had taken on 
the Thames. 

Nest year they went South again, and Armitage Brown 
. bought a villa at Cap Martin. He bought it just as it 
stood, furniture and all, and paid a price for it that made 
talk when it leaked oat. They had dined in it one evening, 
and sat out on the terrace after dinner amongst the orange 
treea, looking over the moonlit sea to the fairy lights of 
Monte Carlo. What little romance Armitage Brown re- 
tained in him waa stirred. Such a place as this would be 
much more agreeable to retire to for a rest than a noisy 
hotel. And they could have the children there, and they 
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and his wife conld live there for a. few months every year 
instead of a few weeks, while he went backwards and 
forwards. 

He asked bis host, whom he knew in bnsiness, whether 
he would sell the villa. His host laughed at him and said 
he had only jnst bonght and furnished it He offered him 
a high price for immediate possession, which was refused. 
He offered him a much higher price, which was also refused, 
with some irritation. He offered him an extravagant price, 
which was accepted. His friend walked out and he walked 
in, taking over the staff of servants and everything in the 
villa except the clothes of its former occupants. Then be 
went home to England and brought ont the children, while 
his wife slowly woke up to Uie fact that a new era had 
commenced for her. 

She was completely happy in it Dull-witted as she 
was, she quickly and instinctively learnt what was expected 
of her. She had nothing to offer except lavish entertaining, 
but that she offered) tind it was cnongh. She was shy of 
small parties, in which she would have to talk and show 
the bollowness of her sociability. But if she conld ask 
people in numbers big cnongh to amuse themselves she 
understood how to do all the rest. The easy-going crowd 
ate her elaborate dinners, and praised them. This praise, 
coming to her ears, made her happy. 

" The Towers " was dull after Cap Martin. The savour 
had gone ont of her suburban entertainments, ttf which 
she had great difficulty in attracting her newer acquaint- 
ance. She asked her hnsband to move to a house in London. 
It was the first time she had ever initiated any desire of 
her own, having been content hitherto to act within the 
limits he had assigned her, and he refused, in some snrprise 
that the request shonld be made. By and by he asked 
her why she had made it, and then told her that he had 
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no intention of giving np his leisure to ft roond of dull 
gaieties. He did not mind while tixy were at the riUa — 
he had nothing much to do there — bat when he came home 
from his work in the City he wanted to be quiet, to atroll 
and sit in his garden, , to eat his dinner, and go to bed 
early. " The Towers " suited him. He had no idea of 
giving it np. 

She accepted his decision, bat looked forward to its 
alteration some day, from force of circnmstances. She 
Mw the trend of things in what affected her as clearly 
as he did in the realm of finance. She had a clearer idea 
than he of what an attraction his wealth was to all sorts 
of people wh<»n he made no effort to attract. She also 
saw, which be as yet did not, that as he became increasingly 
known, it would be impossible for him to bnry himself 
outside his hours of business for the greater part of the 
year. She endured, and bided her time. 

It bad now arrived. Armltage Brown was a name in 
everybody's mouth. Its owner must take the place - in 
the world that was expected of him. It seemed a natural 
step in the great campaign to which he had committed 
himself, although in its earlier stages he had not thought 
that it would involve his private life. 
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HILLOROTE TOWEBS 

It was a fainily party that sat about the tea-table at 
Hillgrove Towers on that Simday afternoon. Armitage 
Brown, with his ertubby dark moustache and his rather 
heavy face, was of the type that always looks middle-aged. 
He was still a few years short of fifty, but had not changed 
mnch in appearance during the last ten or fifteen years, 
and would not change much for ten or fifteen years more. 
The look of grim power which his face wore during his 
business hours was absent from it when he was at home. 
He did not usually even take the lead in conversation. He 
was content to leave that to his son and daughter. But 
be was undoubtedly master in his own house, as he was 
master in most pointions in which he fonnd himself. 

His son, Alfred, had reached the age of five-and-twenty 
in a manner agreeable enough to himself, but somewhat 
disappointing to his father. He had some of his mother's 
good looks, and some of her tranquillity of manner; but 
his face was intelligent and alert, and he was ready with 
his tongue, which she had never been. 

He had been sent, as a day boy, to a private school at 
Hillgrove, being taken away from it during the Riviera 
sojourns and sent back again on the return to England. 
A public school education had not been within his father's 
experience or designs at this time, but after desultory 
years under tutors, and in " families " in Switzerland and 
Germany, he had been sent to Cambridge. This had suited 
bim admirably, but bis previous lack of steady training, 
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and hia ineiperience in English games and sports, had 
not prepared him for any verr strenaoas life there. He 
went through his three years as an amiable slacker, bat 
developed a taste for the arts. He sang, and played 
the pionoj qnite nicely, acted at the " A. D. C," dabbled 
in water-colours, and contributed to varioos undergraduate 
joamals. He was clever in everything he took up, but 
lacked application in everything. 

When he left Cambridge, after a very long Long Vaca- 
tion, he was introduced to a stool in his father's office. 
But that was a failure from tbe very first, and he only 
occupied it for a year. Then he read for the bar, 
but professed himself sick of the law in a few 
months, and proposed to become an artist. He went to 
Paris, enjoyed himself exceedingly, but did very little 
work, having booh discovered that no amount of work 
was likely to lead him anywhere. He developed a taste 
for writing short stories in the French manner, one or 
two of which were published in English magazines. That 
was the stage which he had now reached. He was en- 
gaged in literature, and . might have been engaged to some 
purpose if he had bad to make his living out of it. 

His failure to follow In his father's footsteps had not 
seriously disturbed Armitage Brown, His business was 
not a great organiiation that would need a successor. It 
was almost entirely personal to himself, and would dis- 
appear od bis death or retirement, if there were nobody 
,with similar gifts to his to carry it on. As his son was 
obviously lacking in those gifts, it was waste of time to 
train bim to the work. Much less than a year showed 
up the unlikelihood of his ever making money on his own 
account, and as there was no actual necessity for him to 
make money, he was only kept at it for that time to make 
^uite certain of his inability. After that his father did 
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not care modi vlut he did, as Ion; aa be did swnetbing. 
The traditions in which he hinuelf had been brought op 
demanded that, bnt he did not adhere to them very strictly. 
He wav quite aware by this time that my work bis son 
might be doing was only a pretence. He had left off 
expecting anything of him, except perhaps that he abonld 
comport himself fittingly as the son of a very rich man, 
upon whom whatever fame or hononr he himself might 
attain to wonld eventnally descend. 

It was not an ardnoua part to play, bnt unfortnnatelj 
Alfred showed no gre&ter capacity for it than he had shown- 
for the intricacies of finance. He had no fixed allowance, 
bat was encouraged to ask for any money that he might 
want He asked for rery little in comparison with what 
he might have bad. If he was not much of on artist, he 
was an expert in getting all the fun possible out of an 
artist's life, which does not involve the spending of a great 
deal of money. He wandered about the Continent of 
Europe a good deal, very often on foot, and ahnnaed the 
places frequented by the ricb. He could very seldom be 
indoced to visit the villa at Cap Martin, but stayed fre- 
quently for weeks together at " The Towers," for he was 
fond of his parents and of bi« sister, and was little dis- 
torbed in his private pursuits there. 

He was a greater disappointment to his mother than 
to his father. He was a very presentable young man, 
and she would have liked to drag him about with ber 
and show him off, incidentally relieving herself of the 
burden of talk, which was the one fly in the ointment 
of her activities. Bat be looked upon her life with abso- 
lute horror, though his affection for her and bis good- 
bnmonred tolerance of all eccentricities prevented his 
■bowing it in any way that might have woonded ber. 
He chaffed ber about it, and she took the chaff without 
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reMnting it, or perhaps onderstaDding it. They were good 
friends, but she felt that he did her no credit, when he 
might hare done her so much. 

Her daoghter, Katharine, did her none either. She 
was a year joong than Alfred, bat seemed older. In 
appearance she took after ber father, who had neither 
the bnild nor the features that would translate themselves 
into feminine beauty. She was short and square, and it 
the tmth most be confessed, plain. Bat she had a lively, 
energetic way with her, and was a general favourite- 
would have been so even if she hod not been known as 
the daughter of a millionaire. 

She had a good bead too. If she had been bom Uie 
boy and Alfred the girl she might very well have fulfilled 
all her father's hopes, and Alfred would at least have 
afforded a figure to which his mother might have extended 
her own taste in dress. It was heart-brealung work trying 
to dress Katie. She looked just the same in anything, 
and bad no taste whatever of her own for clothes. It 
was some consolation to Mrs. Brown that she liked going 
about. But that was because she liked making friends, 
which was not the aim of her mother's peripatetics. So 
even there there was not much that they had in common. 
Mrs. Brown Hometimea felt that she had been hardly dealt 
with, both in her son and in her daughter. But Katie and 
her father got on well together. She wav the only person 
to whom he sometimes talked of bis business schemes, 
apart from those who were directly interested in them, 

Armitage Brown's elder brother and bis wife made up 
the party. Uncle James was an active, cheery man of 
abont fifty. He had prospered in the world to the extent 
of being able to live in quite a nice house at Reigate, 
drive a motorcar, and take at least two days a week off 
his business to play golf. He was not in the least jealous 
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of his brother's success, which fact makes of him rather 
si remarkable person. He sometimes cocffolted him abont 
an investment, but that was the extent of their boalness 
dealings with one another, and they were all the better 
friends because of it. His only trouble in life was that 
he had no children. 

His wife — Aunt Millie — was a bright little lady, very 
well suited to him. She was the only person outside her 
own family for whom Mrs. Armitage Brown felt any 
affection. She had been kind to her in the days of her 
poTer^, when she herself, as a young wife, had been 
very much more comfortaUy situated; and Mrs. Armitage 
had never forgotten it. She felt at home with her, as 
she did with few people, and showed at her best, never 
taking her stand upon the riches that had heaped them- 
selves np around her, nor latterly upon the place riie 
was making for herself in a world from which her sister- 
in-law was cut off. 

Whether Aunt Millie viewed the rise of a woman so 
inferior to herself in character or intelligence with the 
complete equanimity displayed by her husband in the case 
of his brother may be doubted. But she showed as little 
jealousy as he did, unless jealousy was shown by her 
steadfastly refusing to receive anything from the hands of 
her sister-in-law that she could not return. 

Poor relations! Judged by the standard of Armitage 
Brown's great wealth, Uncle James and Aunt Millie were 
poor relations. It is a difficult part to play, but they 
played it so well that their course of life was almost as 
much an achievement in its way as his was. They were 
always welcome at " The Towers," and their rich relations 
liked going to them at Reigate, and in fact went there 
more often than to any other house. 

They were talking of the coming changes. Alfred, 
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stretching Us long legs from a low chair, his teacnp in 
faia hand, was treating them in a spirit of levity which 
his mother felt to be in questionable taste, but had no 
weapons to silence. 

" We are going to blossom ont as lords of the soil," be 
said. " Our men-at-arms have dislodged the defenders of 
the bold Marquis, and the banner of the Browns now floats 
proodly from the battlements. IVe forgotten what device 
it bears, bnt it will show up very well." 

" Alfred is talking his usual nonsense," explained Mrs. 
Brown. " Kemsale is not an ancient castle. But it is a 
very large house and will take a great deal of fumlsbing." 

" It has about sixty bedrooms," said Alfred. " It's just 
the house we've been looking for. We hate feeling cramped. 
We shall be able to £nd you a comer sometimes. Aunt 
Millie." 

" I was wondering, dear, whether you would care to 
come down with me to help get the bouse in order," said 
Mrs. Brown. " They will begin to pack up here next 
week, but I shall send moat of the aervanta down, and 
there is enou^ furniture atill in the houae for yon and 
me and Katie to be able to picnic there till the rest comes. 
And we shall be able to see what more is wanted and come 
op and buy it" 

Aunt Millie considered for a moment. The prospect 
would have been alluring to any woman — a large house 
to furnish and unlimited money to do it with. Would 
she be departing in any way from her rule by accepting 
the invitation? 

Alfred broke in before she could reply. " My dear 
mother! " he exclaimed. " You can't possibly do it. Think 
what you owe to the county! Supposing the vicar were 
to call and find yon on your knees with a duster in your 
hand, cleaning oat the cellarette ! " 

D,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



78 THE OLD ORDEB CHANOETH 

" Don't be fooiiah, Alfred," bis mother rebuked biio. 
" Many of the rooms are completely furnished, and of 
course there will be servants to do all the actual Tork. We 
shall onlj have to see where the things from here are to 
be put, and what more is wanted. I hope you will be 
able to come, Millie. If it is fine, I should propose to 
motor down on Tuesday week. We shonld be there quite 
alone, and of course nobody would be admitted to the 
house." 

Aunt Millie said she would come if James would do 
without her; and James, who had been talking to his 
brother, said that he should enjoy a bachelor existence for 
a wtA, or even longer. 

" I read about the sale," he said. " Some of the things 
fetched enormoos prices. Did you buy much there, 
Armitage f " 

Armitftge Brown never answered a direct question with- 
out considering what his answer shonld be. His wife 
replied to this one. " Armitage wanted to buy everything 
as it stood," she said, " as we did with I«b Glycines. It 
would have saved a great deal of trouble, and he was 
prepared to pay any price that might have been asked. 
But when I saw how the bouse was furnished I was not 
altogether sorry that the offer had been refused. We can 
do better than that." 

Alfred laughed. " I paid a surreptitious visit to the 
future home of our ancestors," he said, " while the sale 
was going on. Nobody knew that I was the rightful heir 
in disguise, except the gentteman who was bidding for 
as. By the by, father, I told him to boy one or two little 
pictures I thoaght ratber nice. I thought you wouldn't 

" I don't mind, Alfred," said his father. " If yon had 
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iaae what I asked, yon vonld have gone down before, and 
{Hcked out anftbbig that was worth having." 

" I rather wished I had when I got there. I had no 
idea what the house contained, though all the very valuable 
things had already been sold at Christie's." 

" Everything was very old-fashioned," said Mrs. Brown. 
" Handsome, o( course, a great deal of it, but to my mind 
the best modem fumitnre is far preferable. What we have 
here will brighten the house up wonderfully, but it will not 
go very far, and there will be a lot that we must get." 

She spoke with deep satisfaction. She had a glorious 
time in front of her, with an excuse for plunging deep into 
the rich stores of the most modem furnishing shops. Her 
perceptions, which had mastered the art of dress and the 
presentation of food, had not yet led her to any under- 
standing of what was considered " the thing " in furnish- 
ing. That was all that she really cared about, but she 
cared about it so much that if she had realised that the 
age of admiration for new gilt Splendour was over she 
would have despised it herself as sincerely as anybody, 
and speedily acquired a taste more In accordance with 
the time. 

Aimt Millie, who, although quite content with the modem 
furnishing of her own honse, had absorbed some of the 
prevailing appreciation of old good things, thought it sur- 
prising that her sister-in-law, with her larger opportunities, 
should have acquired none of it. But Mrs. Brown's oppor- 
tunities had been curiously limited, and her observation 
was as sln^sh as possible except where her emulation 
was aroused, and then it was acute. She had got as far as 
big sofas and easy-chairs covered with loose gay cfalntaes. 
Instead of tight satin and pluah, but that was about the 
limit of her newly-acquired taste. The room in which 
they were sitting had these, and an abundance of flowers 
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besides, bat it also had a large gilt consol-table, crimson 
silk curtains under heavy gilt cornices, and for ornament, 
marble statuettes, great vases of modern china, and clocks 
and candlesticks of elaborate ormolu. She had seen vith 
amazement the beautiful restful rooms at Kemsale, in 
which the more intimate daily life had been lived for gen- 
erations. Her eye had entirely failed to take in their 
high subdued values. They had contained none of the 
things which she regarded as necessary for rich furnishing 
— no gilt, very little mirror, no bri^t colour. Indeed, 
she " could do better than that! " 

" I liked the house as it was," said Armitage Brown 
quietly. " And there must have been a lot of valuable 
stuff in it, judging by what it fetched. But I leave these 
things to the wife. She knows a good deal more about 
them than I do." 

He spoke with a smile, and without the least intention 
of sarcasm. He thought that she did know better than 
he did in such matters, and did not care enough about 
them to press his own mild preference for more sober 
surroundings. 

"But yon bought a good deal, didn't you?" asked 
Uncle James. 

"We bou^t a lot of the bedroom furniture exactly as 
it stood," said Mrs. Brown — " the rooms that had been 
most recently refurnished. They will do very well for 
the present, and I can furbish them up by degrees. There 
w«re such a lot of them that it would not have been very 
amusing to take them all In hand at once. And Armitage 
liked the library as it was. We bought that." 

" Ah, then we shall have something to read," said Alfred. 
"That's encouraging." 

" We did not bny the books," said his mother. " They 
were mostly old and shabby." 
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" I did tell them to bny most of them," said her husband. 
" The shelves must be filled with something." 

" Oh, well, we c&n have the oldest of them reboond." 

Eatie spoke for the first time. " I don't beliere the 
boose irill be half as nice as it was," Ae said stordilj. 
" I'm a very modem person myself, but I do like old 
things, when they seem to belong. I've got two lovely 
rooms of my own. Aunt Millie. I think they belonged 
to Lady Grace Ettien. They were delightfully furnished, 
in an old-fashioned faded sort of way. I Imew I could 
never get them so nice again, so I asked father if he would 
bny everything in them and leave them exactly as they were. 
I don't think they contained anything very valuable." 

Her father smiled at her. " They were the two most 
expensive rooms in the house," he said. " I paid a fortune 
for them. But I don't mind if you like them, my dear! " 

She expressed her surprise. " I am sure there was 
nothing there that ought to have cost a lot," she said. 
" However, if they did, I shall like them all the better." 

" A chip of the old block," said Alfred. " Perhaps Lady 
Grace Ettien wanted them herself, and ran them np." 

" If she had wanted them they wouldn't have been there 
for sale," said his father. " I believe there was a mistake 
about a pair of drawings, bnt those they seem to have got. 
I was worried about them in the middle of the sale. I 
had given my instructions, and I was annoyed. My people 
wanted to enter into a lot of explanations afterwards, but 
I wouldn't have it. You didn't want the drawings par- 
ticularly, did you, Katie? " 

" I rather liked them; bnt I suppose tbey are family 
portraits. I can do without them." 

"Aren't yon going to have the house done up before 
you go ioF" asked Uncle James. 

" We thought we would wait until we go to Cap Martin," 
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said Mrs. Brown, " Then we shall know better what is 
wanted. Resides, Armitage wants to sell ' The Towers ' 
DOW, and we mast have somewhere to go." 

" I've got an offer that isn't likely to be repeated," said 
Armitage. " They're going to cut it tip for building. If 
they can't have this place at once, they'll bay another." 

He spoke withont a shade of feeling of the place that 
had been his home for nearly twenty years. Bat Mrs. 
Brown showed some. " Hillgrove has become impossible," 
she said. " It is quite time we left it." 

Alfred sighed. " HillgroTe salts me," be said. " I am 
so afraid I sliall fail in my behavioor at Eemsale. Will 
the heir of all the Browns be expected to hant, father? 
They do that in the country, don't they — foxes, and stags, 
and things? " 

What a disappointing son this was! His mother would 
have liked him to hant — in a well-fitting ted coat. 

"Any golf links handy?" asked Uncle James. 

" No, bat I am going to lay some out in the park," said 
his brother. " I am going to take up golf myself." 

This was entirely a new departure. " I want exercise," 
he explained. " I shall ^ve it a trial. Yoa must come 
down and teach us, James." 

" Not me," said Alfred. " I refuse to play that debasing 
game. Father, yon mast bay me a horse, and I will ride 
him in secret antil I know how. Then I will go oat and 
hunt the fox. I feel quite sure that that will be ex- 
pected of me," 

" Do yon know any people in the neighbourhood? " asked 
Uncle James, 

" There were a Captain and Mrs. Clinton who had the 
▼ilia next to I,es Glycines last year," said Mrs. Brown. 
" She was rather delicate, and I did not see mnefa of her ; 
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but they dined with iis once. They live a ,fev miles off. 
I believe he ii some connection of Lord Meadshtre's." 

" Lord Meadshire is still living st Kemsale, isn't be? " 

" His sister is. I don't know whether he is going to 
live with her." 

"I believe he is what is called a rotter," said Alfred. 
" Bnt it is to be expected that the coonfy will rally to 
him. The ancient and baronial family of Brown will 
have to be very careful how it behaves." 

" Yon talk great nonsense, Alfred," said his mother. 
" We shall have oni own circle. We shall not be depend- 
ent upon the people aroond, tbongh we shall be quite 
ready to make friends with them." 

" I don't know much about English country life," said 
Alfred. " Bnt I sfaonld say it would be more a question 
of their making friends with as. We are rich but new, 
and they are reported to look with suspicion on the 
ctKnbinatlon." 

" I am quite sure we shall find plenty of people to make 
friends with," said Katie. " And at any rate there will 
be the villagers. It will all be perfectly deligfatfuL" 
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CHAPTER VII 

A MOMENTOUS INTERTIEW 

Tmk new millioDaire did not take ap his residence at Eem- 
aale, after all, until the late vpring. Mrs. Brown fonnd 
that the house needed a great deal more " doing np " than 
she bad supposed. Electric light had to be installed, 
drains overhauled, plumbing modernised eTcrywhere, bath- 
rooms added. And painting and decorating was needed 
tbronghont, according to her standards, and mnst precede 
famishing, unless the work should be all done over again, 
in an intolerable mnddle. 

When she came to a practically empty house, instead of 
one that contained the accumulations of two hundred yean, 
she found herself ont of her depth. The fnmiture from 
" The Towers " hardly seemed to count, in the enormous 
and repeated spaces of Eemsale, nor did the large pur- 
chases that they had made at Kemsale itself. And the 
idea of expecting necessary adaptationB and stmctnral dec- 
oraUoRs of such a hoase to be finished in two months was 
seen to be qnite impracticable. It would be nearly a year's 
work to reconstitute Kemsale afresh. The builders and 
decorators were given six months; they charged heavily 
for the speeding up, but fulfilled their contract 

The Browns took a famished house in London for the 
winter, and until they went to Cap Martin after Christmas 
Mrs. Brown was engaged nearly all the time with the firm 
of upholsterers to whom she had committed herself. She 
leamt a good deal daring those weeks, and began to be 
doubtful about her wisdom in allowing so much that bad 
64 
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been in Eemsale to go out of iL But suggestions were 
naturall}' mode with diffidence to a lad; who hardly evei 
asked the price of anything except to fix npon something 
that cost more, and the firm was quite willing to adapt its 
taste to hers when she made it known what her taste was. 
Besides, she was worth an extra one per cent, dividend to 
the shareholders in baying at foil price the most expensive 
things out of stock that had been superseded, and was 
cambering up warehouses. Kemsale was the last very large 
private house to be elaborately furnished and dec<vated in 
Victorian style. Even hotels now wanted their Tudor and 
Jacobean and Georgian chambers. The presiding genius 
of the firm, when he learned what « big business this was 
going to be, took the matter in hand himself, and derived 
a great deal of interest — and profit — from evolving a 
definite Idea oat of the chaos of the Victorian style. When 
all the work was finished he went down to £emsale and 
chuckled over the result, walking through the blue drawing- 
room, and the pink drawing-room, and the yellow drawing- 
room, and the other shrines of his art. " I don't believe 
there's anybody else could have done it," be said to himself. 
" It isn't hideous at all. It has character — the character 
of the people who are going to live in it, and a little bit 
of mine." 

When all the papers were signed and all the money 
paid that transferred Eemsale to its new owner, Captain 
Herbert Fuller was summoned to London for an interview 
with Armitage Brown. The little man obeyed the sum- 
mons in nervous trepidation, which the energetic prompt- 
ings of his wife to behave as if he valued himself and 
"keep bis end up'" had done little to allayi So very 
much hung upon that interview, and as be sat in the 
comer of a third-class carriage on his way to London, and 
fingered his neat little grey moustache, he vacillated be- 
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tveen the extreme of hope and the depths of dejection. 
If only the interview were over, and be were coming back 
again with everything settled, one way or another! It 
wonld be a relief to know the worst. He had his fnU 
share of pinck, and he thoog^t he coold face it, bUdc as 
it looked. But if he thoatd be able to persuade this new 
rich man, who eooldn't be expected to know mach about 
land agency, that the natural thing for him to do was to 
keep on the agent who had looked after the property for 
the last fifteen years — well, he would have had a fright, 
bat no man need be the worse for that. At any rate, he 
would do his best to fight for his job, but as be told him- 
self BO, he realised with a sinking feeling that there was 
not likely to be much opportunity for fighting. Such a 
man as he supposed Armitage Brown to be would probably 
have made up his mind already. 

It was odd that one man should have so much power 
over the life of another. To this man whom he was going 
to see, the income that would make all the difference between 
comparative affluence and desperate poverty for three people 
represented nothing at all; and yet he would take it away 
if it suited him to do so without a thought of what its 
withdrawal would mean. How was it that he, Herbert 
Fuller, who bad worked diligently and faithfully all his 
life, should be dependent upon the decision of a man who 
had gained immeasurably more for a much shorter period 
of woric? He could not quite make it out, but there seemed 
to be something wrong somewhere. 

He was rather surprised at the appearance of the office 
in which snch wealth as Armitage Brown's was dealt with. 
It was on the first floor of a narrow house in Lombard 
Street, and the little oater room contained only one cltA, 
and hardly room for more. He was taken at once Into 
the great man's sanctum, which was a good deal larger. 
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bat very ordinary in its appointmenta, and showing no 
■igns at all of the wealth of its otnier. 

Amutage Brown rose from his desk to shake hands 
with him, and hii secretary left the room as he did so. 
" I'm pleased to see yon. Captain Fuller," he aaid, " I 
want to settle everything with regard to the estate. I'm 
going to America to-morrow, and when I get back I shall 
be too boay to attend to it for some time. I can spare 
yon five-snd-twen^ minntes." 

Poor little Herbert gasped. He had come with a bagful 
of papers and memoranda, and had expected to be closeted 
with his new employer for the rest of the day at leart — 
as a preliminary. 

Armitage Brown bad given faim a searching look as he 
shook bands with bim. Probably in that instant he had 
summed him up, and made up his mind as to the man be 
had to deal with. The capacity for forming lig^ing 
judgments of that sort had been one' of the factors of 
his success. 

" I'm not going into detaib," he said, with a glance at 
the bag that Fuller was nursing on his natty serge-covered 
legs. " I'll ask you what I want to know, and yon must 
answer me as concisely as yon can. Then I'll tell you 
what I want done. What was the net return on the whole 
property last year, and the year before? " 

How poor little Herbert blessed his life-long hobby for 
figures, during the fusillade of questions that followed ! It 
bad been his pleasure to take out statistics of every sort 
and Idnd connected with his work, and with other subjects 
in which he was interested, and he had sometimes rebuked 
himself for giving too much time to them, where their 
actual nsefolness was questionable. Armitage Brown asked 
many questions that no man who knew anything about 
estate management would have thought of asking, and no 
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agent would have been expected to answer off-hand. But 
Captain Fdller answered them all, with onlj' an occasional 
reference to a page of his neat memoranda; or, where 
they conld not be answered, explained the reason sharply 
and concisely. 

It was exhilarating. It reminded him of his long-past 
days of military viva voce examinations. And the man 
who was croSB-ezamining him had something military in 
his sharp direct manner. His own was sharp and direct 
too, where he was sore of his ground, as he was here. 
He did not know that his questioner felt an increasing 
respect for him as he socked his brain, and made his own 
notes on the pad on his desk; nor that his briskness was 
causing him to appear as a younger man by ten years 
than he actually was. Still less had he any idea that 
the thought that had passed througji Armitage Brown's 
brain, as he had shaken hands with him and thrown him 
that searching look, was, " You won't do at all. I must 
get rid of you. Too old, for one thing." 

Armitage Brown actually smiled at him when he had 
asked his last question. " Well, yon know your worit. 
Captain Fuller," he said, as he leaned back in his chair. 

It was his way to praise, with a single short phrase, 
when he was well served, and to blame in the same manner 
when he was not But he did not blame twice. 

Poor little Herbert felt as if be could have gone down 
on his knees to him. Surely he wouldn't have said that 
if he had not meant to keep him on. 

As for his knowing his work — ^well, it was rather like 
the examination room again. He had been " pnt on " 
in the subjects he had got ap. The weaknesses had been 
left undisclosed. 

For there were weaknesses, and he knew them better 
than anybody. He bad not been bred to the work, nor 
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even brought np in the country. His knowledge of fanning 
was inadequate, though he had done bis best to improve 
it. His first agency had had to do mostly with town 
property, and he had been Incky to get his second, at 
Eemsaie. He would hardly hare kept it hod not the 
Lord Meadsfaire who gave it to him been an old and a 
very kind-hearted man, unwilling to make changes. And 
he was liable to be imposed upon by tenants, and knew 
that too. More money had been spent 6a their behalf 
than a careful landlord would have considered necessary 
in these latter days. In the matter of farm and cottage 
buildings Kemsale was a model estate, and Herbert Fuller 
knew what he was about when the details of building were 
in question. But the expenditare on this head had not 
been justified by the rent-roll, however well and econom- 
ically the work had been done. 

How could Armitage Brown know that? Fuller was 
atartled by his saying, immediately after his word of com- 
mendation: " The place doesn't seem to have been run to 
pay. I suppose you had your instructions. The housing 
and so on was the chief thing." 

Fuller hesitated long enough to cause a sharp glance to 
be directed towards him. " The old Lord Meadshire liked 
everything of that sort to be done as well as possible," 
he said. " This one has left it pretty well to me ; but 
he never complained of anything I did in that way." 

" Oh, well, I'm not complaining either. If that's the 
tradition I shall keep it np." 

There followed another string of questions, as to bricks 
and mortar this time, and they were answered with Hie 
same crisp effidency as before. 

Again came the smile and the word of praise. " One 
would think you had been broo^t up to the building trade^ ' 
Captain Fuller." 
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" I served in the Royal Engineers, and after that I had 
a good deal to do with planning and buUdtng. It always 
interested me, thoagb of coorie it ion't the chief thing in 
a land agent's job." 

He felt obliged to pot that in. A man like this mnstai't 
be deceived. 

" Well, I'm inclined to think it may interest me too. 
At any rate, onUl I come down and take the reins, yonll 
understand that yon have aathorify to do what yon think 
necesaary in that way. Do what yonVe done before, in 
fact. That point's settled, and we needn't recur to it" 

Then he was going to be kept on. There seemed no 
donbt about it now. He felt himself bathed in a warm 
glow; but he bad to collect himself sharply for what 
was coming now. 

" When I said that the place hadn't been mn to pay I 
didn't mean that I regarded the outgoings that we've been 
talking about as nnreosonable. As f^ as tliat goes I 
certainly shan't be behind Lord Meadshire in keeping up 
the property, or improving it where improvement is wanted. 
Ifs not my way. Bnt I shan't be content with three- 
quarters of one per cent, on the capital I've put into it, 
either, and that's about what it seems to have averaged 
lately, leaving out of account the letting of the sporting 
rights. By the by, that arrangement comes to an end 
this year, doesn't it?" 

"At the end of the season." 

" And that's when f I don't know anything ahont sport." 

" It ends on the first of Febmory." 

" It ends there for good, then. You onderstand that? " 

Captain Fuller had been prepared to discuss the point 
at Idsore. Bnt all he said was, " Oh, certainly." 

Armitage Brown looked at his pages of large-scrawled 
notes and figures, then turned sharply to Fuller, 
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" How would yoo suggest making the place pay — say 
three per cent ? " 

Poor little Herbert's jaw dropped. The weak place was 
exposed now, with a vengeance. In conunerce, Herbert 
Fuller would have been a confidential clerk in a hundred 
thousand — accurate, conscientious, untiricg, trustworthy; 
but he would nerer have made a penny of money on his 
own initiative. And landowning is nothing but a branch 
of commerce, if it is to be judged by percentages on capi- 
tal. To be asked coolly what he would suggest to moltiply 
hia returns by four, when it took him all he knew to nuin- 
tain them at ih&r pment level, was to turn him from 
ready, confident speech to a hesitating confusion that 
seemed likely to destroy all the good he had so far done 
himself. 

But Armitage Brown knew his man now, or thought he 
did. He laughed shortly at his face of dismay. " Well, 
I don't know that yon should be asked to pronounce on 
what isn't your business," he said. " You've carried out 
■ system. It wasn't for you to alter it." He referred to 
his notes again. " YonVe told me how much land is pasture, 
and how much is — what do yon call it? — arable. Tell me 
how dairying is carried on on the property." 

Without the guidance of leading questions, the infonna- 
tton given was not so clear or exhaustive as it had been. 
There was one large holding consisting chiefly of grassland 
on the oDtskirts of the property, near the terminus of 
Ganton, where dairying was carried on on a considerable 
scale. Armitage Brown began to ask him qoestions about 
that, when Fuller had floundered through his account of 
how things were done on the home farm, and on other 
farms where a herd of cows was kept He asked about 
markets and freights and the times of trains, and the 
jwoportion of labour to the land, and of the herd to the 
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acreage, and many other things of which Fuller knew little 
or nothing. He felt miserable again now, and began to 
experience a sense of unfairness, and to consider whether 
he shonld not put in a protest. 

Bnt Armitage Brown rirtaally put it in for him, and 
met it. "Well, I suppose that isn't yonr business, either," 
be said. " I'm not trying to pussle you. Captain Fuller. 
You must remember that I know almost nothing about land 
and how it's held. I don't think I ever realised, what I 
see DOW, that the tenant does pretty well what he likes 
on his farm, and the agent's business isn't exactly to over- 
look him — to know more about it than he does himself, in 
fact Can you get up a subject. Captain Fuller? " 

The questions generally came sharply, after a speech 
that had tended to relieve previous tension. Poor little 
Herbert was beginning to feel the strain. Under pretence 
of blowing his nose, be passed his handkerchief across 
his brow. Perhaps it would be better to make a clean 
breast of it. 

" The fact is," he said, " I'm not a practical farmer. 
I've learnt a good deal about it, of course, and I know 
good farming from bad, and a man who's likely to do 
well by his farm from a man who isn't. And I've always 
ran the home farm myself, with a bailiff, on satisfactory 
lines, I think. But if yon were to pat me down in a large 
farm, and tell me to make a handsome profit out of it, I 
don't believe I could do it. I haven't been trained to it. 
I don't want to sail under false coloars." 

He felt relieved at having said it. He would have 
everything open and above board, and stand np to the 
worst if the worst was to come. 

Armitage Brown looked at his watch — an action that 
was not reassuring. But he spoke at once. " I nnderstand 
oil that," he said, " bat it isn't exactly what I asked. Take 
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this subject of dairyiag now. I re«d a pamphlet the other 
day that fell into my Iianda about dairying as it is carried 
on in Aostralia, on a very large Bcale. It interested me. 
And I suppose, there's information to be got about how 
it's done in Holland, and in other countries. If I got 
together for you whatever has been written on the subject, 
with returns and reports and so on, could yon master them, 
so that whatever questions I asked you you'd be able to 
answer, just as you answered the first lot of questions I 
asked yoa?" 

Fuller plucked up conrage. " Yes, certainly I could do 
that," he said boldly. " I did it once with the question 
of fruit for the old Lord Meadshire. It's exactly what 
I'm tit for." 

" I think it is. Captain Fuller ; I think it is." The words 
broQght balm. " And it is what I shall want from you. 
I'll tell yon now that I shan't be content to carry On the 
business of the land at Kemsale in the old-fashioned way. 
I shall want to make experiments, and see if more can't 
be done with it. The responsibility for them will be mine, 
and you won't have to worry yourself about it. If I fail, 
it will be my fault and not yours. All you will have to 
do will be first of all to collect information for me, and 
then see that what I decide is carried out. We'll begin 
on those lines with this dairying question. Get together 
all the Information you can — I'll send you down books and 
papers — and let me know exactly what the process would 
be — alterations necessary and so on — to try it on a large 
scale at Kemsale. It may not be feasible; that I shan't 
know till I'm primed. But well talk it all over when I 
come down in the spring. That's settled then. Now 
yoa've told me abont the tenancies on which the farms 
■re held. Take a note of these instructions, please. Wbere 
they are yearly, renew them till next autumn. Where 
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there's n year's notice required, give it, as from this autanm, 
if that can be done. In the case of the two farms that 
are vacant, take them over yODrself — bnt I suppose yoa'vt 
done that already." 

"Some of the farms have been in the same hands for 
a number of years, Mr. Brown." 

It was the old order crying oat to the new. Armitage 
Brown's face hardened slightly. " I don't propose to be 
hampered by those considerations," he said stiffly. " At 
the same time I'm not going to turn off anybody that I 
can use. You can let it be known that the notice is only 
intended to give me a free hand. I'll consider each case 
in detail when I come down next year." 

There was no time except for lightning decisions. He 
had already opened his month to make his next speech, 
when Fuller said: " I should like to use my discretion in 
that matter, and tell certain of the older tenants that the 
notice is purely formal." 

Armitage Brown frowned. He had given his orders, 
and was not accustomed to have tbem qnestioned. Fuller 
saw the frown and it stifTened him. He was ready to 
obey orders, but not in the manner of a servant. His 
tone was as decisive as the millionaire's as he said : " Yon 
told me just now that you knew nothing about the tenure 
of land. There's no time to explain things. I'm ready 
to do what you want, but you'd much bett» let me do 
it in my own way. It will come to the same thing in 
the end." 

The little man would not bave cared for the moment 
if he had lost his post straig^ away. He was not going 
roond to tenants who had held tiieir farms at Eemsale 
for generations with a curt notice of dismissal, unless he 
took his own along with them. There was loyal^ in 
these matters. 
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" The notice isn't purely formal," said Annitage Brown. 
"Whatever I decide to do with the land, I don't intend 
to rua it on the old lines. If the tenants who are there 
already choose to work on my lines, they'll have the chance, 
those of them that I think aoitable. Bat it's just the old- 
established ones that are most likely to moke difficulties." 

" Do you want me to tell tLem that you're going to 
make these ezperintents with the land?" 

" Of course I don't want that. It's understood that 
anything I've said to you is confidentiAl." 

" Then whaf s the good of upsetting them beforehand ? 
Instead of coming down to find yoor way prepared for 
yon, you'll get nothing bat friction that could just as 
easily be avoided." 

" Supposing I say that things must be done in my way 
when I've indicated plainly what that way is to be. Captain 
Fuller f" 

" Then 111 ask yon to get somebody else to do them, 
Mr. Brown. All the knowledge I have is at your service. 
If you can't make use of it, you can't make use of me." 

Armitage Brown's face suddenly lightened. " Well, I'm 
not such a fool as not to see that," he said good-homouredly. 
" I think I shall be able to make use of yoo very well. Cap- 
tain Fuller. Have It your own way, then, for the present." 

As the little man travelled home that evening, sitting in 
a comer of his third-daas carriage, and fingering his mous- 
tache, he was full of happiness. He smiled constantly as 
he went over the points of the interview. At one time the 
smile left his face and was ancceeded by a look of con- 
atematicat. " By Jove! " he said to himself. " He didn't 
^ve me notice; I gave it to him. Thank goodness he 
didn't accept it" Then he laughed. 
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CHAPTER Vin 
baxton'b faem 

HzRBZRT FuLUB readied borne that evening in time for 
dinner. Hia wife was standing at the door as bis cart 
drove up. "Well, what's the news?" she called oat in 
her high-pitched voice, as he polled ap his horse. 

He did not answer her at once, anxioos as be was to 
tell h^ that the news was good; and as he stepped down 
from his seat, she said, with sharp vexation, " Didn't yon 
hear me speak? Why ean't you answer? " 

" I couldn't tell you before him," be said, indicating 
the groom, who was now driving round to the yard. " The 
news is good, my dear. Ill tell yon abont it if you come 
up while I change." 

" Well, that's something to be tbankfol for," she said, 
" if it really is good, and you're not only kept on tempo- 
rarily. But you don't want to dress benight, and it's cold 
upstairs. Come in here; I can tell them not to lay the 
table for ten minutes." 

She led the way into the dining-room, where there was 
a bright fire burning. It was the only comfortable thing 
in the room, except a shabby easy-chair, which was sup- 
posed to be Fuller's, but which his wife more frequently 
occupied. Dressmaking had been going on, and every 
table and chair was littered, not only with the materials 
and implements for such work, but with accessories to 
indoor life, and outdoor too, that it was too much trouble 
to put into their places. It was a large, rather low room, 
with a great oak beam running across it, small-paned 
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windows on two of the walls, utd a caremons hospitable 
hearth. Jt wonld have made a delightfully comfortable 
general sitting-room if there had been the slightest attempt 
at keeping it in order; bnt if the maids tidied np !□ the 
morning their work was always undone by the time the 
evening came round. The drawing-room was the room 
of state, not used except for visitors, who were never 
allowed to enter this one. So it didn't matter what it 
looked like. 

Herbert Fuller looked round it with distaste. He was 
cold and hungry ; it was a quarter to eight, bat the diuiug- 
table was cluttered np with a sewing machine and a dis- 
orderly pUe of feminine gear. His wife was in her day 
clothes — a soiled blouse and an old skirt — and as she had 
appointed to herself a day of retirement, she had not 
troubled to dress her hair properly. Only he would see 
ber, and he didn't matter. 

Perhaps he was a little exalted by his late success. He 
did occBBionally assert himself against the tyranny to which 
he was subjeiited in his home, and did so now. " Why isn't 
dinner ready?" he snapped. "The room looks like a 
pig-sty. And if you're not going to take the trouble to 
make jrourself look decent for the evening, I am." 

He marched out of the room and up to bis dressing- 
room, from which he was immediately heard to shout down- 
stairs for hot water. There were no bells In the house, and 
the mistress being what she was, the servants frequently 
ne^ected their most ordinary duties. 

Mrs. Fuller was fully capable of dealing with a revolt 
of this sort. The easiest way would have been to follow 
her husband upstairs, " row " the maid who bad neglected 
her duty, and make some sort of eicnse for the state of 
things to which he had come home. Or If not the easieet 
way, to ber, it would have calmed him down instantly. 
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and he would have told her all she wanted to know, and 
be wanted to tell her. 

For she had, in fact, gone throng a very anxions day. 
As ahe had been catting ont and stitching and working 
her machine, she had been visited by snndry very cold fits 
when she thoaght of the possibility of ber husband losing 
his position. There was next to nothing to fall back upon. 
He had abont a hundred pounds a year of bis own, and 
she had nothing. And he was getting on. She knew as 
well as he did that if be lost this job he would almost cer- 
tainly not get another. She had been able to put all tbou^t 
of tbe future aside as long as they were where they were, 
and mnddle away* what was quite a good Income withont 
allowing him to put by a penny of it But if the income 
should suddenly cease! There was no getting away from 
the thought now. 

As she stitched and tamed tbe handle of the machine, 
and snapped at her daughter when she made some remaric 
that disturbed her train of thought, she imagined ber 
husband giving in meekly to the man who bad bis fate, 
or rather ber fate, In his hands, showing himself weak 
where be ought to be firm, and " uppisb " where it would 
be better to give in. That was the way be dealt with 
her, although she would not bare acknowledged it; and 
she despised him for it. If only she could have been there 
to stiffen him! She quite thought that she conld get her 
own way with any man, as she got it with bim. She 
thought nothing of bis cheerful conscientious service, nor 
hoped that his new employer might rec<^^se it, nor sent 
.out her sympathy to him in his anxiety and in the test 
that be was undergoing. She only thought of him igno- 
miniously failing to make himself out something that he 
wasn't, and felt anger and contempt against him for his 
deficiencies in an art that to ber was second nature. If be 
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came back to tell her that his place had been aasnred him, 
afae would tejoice for her own sake, bnt woald not allow 
him to take any credit for it. She actaally made op her 
phrases beforehand. " Well, I'm glad he didn't see through 
yon." Or if he showed himself particularly pleased with 
the way the interview had gone, " Oh, I dare say yon flatter 
yonraelf yon got the better of him. We shall see what 
happens later on." If the news were to be that he was 
to remain on for a time on trial, she wonld gird at him 
and ask him what he supposed they were to do when the 
tinle came to an end. If it was to be dismissal, supersession, 
then she would employ all her bitterness upon the poor 
little honest man, who had only erred in not taking a firmer 
stand sgsinst her, for the sake of their joint securi^ in 
tbe (utore. She would gain some immediate relief of the 
black terror that would settle upon her, by seeing him bold 
his head is bis hands in misery under the laih of her 
tongae. He would do that; he would not stand up to her; 
and she would be goaded by his abject submission to still 
farther flights of vituperation. 

Now she hesitated for a moment as he walked out of the 
room. She did want to hear what had happened. Should 
she make some half-contemptuous advance that would draw 
it out of blmP The hesitation was only momentary. He 
had said that the news was good; details conld watt. A 
look of spite came over her face. 

Her daughter came into the room. She had on a new 
evening gown, in which she had been arraying herself 
for the last half-hour. Herbert Fuller always dressed for 
dinner by choice, the habits of his youth and his orderly 
precise ways demanding some sort of recognition of the 
evening meal as dividing off tbe day. His wife usually 
compromised in a drawled tea-gown, which she threw on 
over other clothes in a few tninntes. She hated the trouble 
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of dressing) unless it vas for " company," when she would 
spend hours over it. But occ&sionally she would take it 
into her head to appear in full costume when they were 
alone, especially if she had something new that she had 
not had an opportunity of wearing outside. Her daughter 
was taking after her in all these whims and habits. 

" Why didn't you clear up before you went upstairs? " 
she asked angrily. " You leave it all for me to do. Any 
one would think I was your servant, to go trapesing about 
and picking np all your mess. Put the things away at 
once, and tell them to keep dinner back for half an hour. 
I'm going up to dress." 

" You're surely not going to take half an hour, mother, 
are you? " asked the girt. " It's just eight o'clock,- and 
I'm as hungry as a hunter." 

Among the good points that had not yet been driven out 
of her, this girl had an equable spirit, and was not easily 
put out by her mother's eccentricities of temper. 

" Oh, yes, I'm going to dreii" said Mrs. Fuller, her 
annoyance against her daughter overcome by her annoy- 
ance against her husband. " Your father has come home 
so perked up by his visit to the great man that he won't 
look at us in anything but our best clothes. If he doesn't 
like waiting for his dinner while I put 'em on, he can lump 
it. Tell them to serve up at half-past eight, and if cook 
gives notice, tell her she can go. I'm sick of her im- 
pudence." 

She was going out of the room when Irene asked: " Is 
it all right about father's job? " 

" Oh, you'd better ask him," she said on the stairs, 
" especially if you want your nose bitten off. I don't know 
anything about it, and don't care." 

Irene shnigged her shoulders, and began to clear the 
tahlc^ putting the things down on the chairs or anywhere 
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where there was room for them^ without any attempt at 
rcdncing the room to order. She was a tall well-made 
girl, with a face neither plain nor pretty. Her new frock 
was orer-smart, and looked cheap at the same time. Her 
mother spent too much money on her own clothes and too 
little on the girl's; bnt the neck and arms so liberally dis- 
played were firm and smooth, and she moved with youthful 
litheness. Perhaps she was justified in feeling that her 
new frock was a sort of refnge against the caatankerous- 
ness that was apparently going to be the note of the 
evening. 

She went out and gave the orders that she had been bid- 
den to give, even to the extent of telling the cook that she 
could go if she liked, and then came back and took some 
almonds and raisins off a dish on the sideboard, and settled 
herself in the big easy-chair to nibble at them, and read a 
novel which she picked up from the floor, where she bad 
thrown it after lunch. 

At the stroke of eight her father came briskly into the 
room. His spurt of irritation had died down; he was 
looking forward to his dinner, and to regaling his 
wife and daughter with the full account of his experi- 
ences. 

His face clouded again when he saw the table still unlaid. 
" Why on earth isn't dinner ready? " he asked. " It has 
struck eight and they haven't even Laid the table." 

" Mother put dinner back to half-past eight," said Irene. 
" She has gone up to dress." 

She spoke laeily, leaning back in her chair, and looking 
up at him. 

He was too loyal to say anything in criticism of his 
wife to his daughter, but stood irresolutely in front of the 
fire, his face troubled and vexed. 

" Well, I shall go into the den till it's ready" he said. 
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" I hope it won't be later than half-past eigjit, for I'm 
confoundedly hnngry. I had lunch at one, and no tea." 

"I expect mother vill be some time," §aid the girL 
" Why don't yon have a vhisky aiid soda and a biscuit? " 

She did not offer to get them for him, or to vacate the 
chair that was supposed to he his. " I think I will," he 
said, and went to the sideboard, where there was a spirit 
tantalus and a siphon of soda water. 

" Is it all rig^ about the job, father? " Irene asked, as 
he came hack to the fire. 

"Oh, yeB," he said shortly. Then he added: "We've 
got another chance. We shall have to begin to be a bit 
more careful now." 

This did not interest her, and she returned to her book. 
Presently, after he bad looked down at her, he said: 
" Well, I shall go to the den till dinner ia ready. I have 
some papers to look over." 

" There isn't a fire there," she said, without raising her 
^es from her book. 

The den was as neat and tidy as the dining-room was 
the reverse. On one side of it was a small carpenter's 
bench and a metal-turning lathe, with .tools on a rack above 
them, all in their places. Writing-table, book-shelves, 
nests of drawers, everything showed the occupation of a 
man to whom orderliness was almost a passion. There 
was a bearthmg, but no carpet on the floor. An old wooden 
gate-backed armchair, with no cushions in it, stood by the 
fireplace. The other chairs were of the common Windsor 
pattern. There was no attempt at comfort in the room, 
but its neatness made it look actually more comfortable 
than the dining-room. 

Herbert Fuller drew the curtains, lit the lamp, and after 
a moment's hesitation put a match to the fire. He depos- 
ited bis bag of papers by the side of tbe writing-table, 
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and then rat down in front of tbe new crackling fire, with 
bis glasa in his hand. 

He was not greatly dirtnTbed by his wife's spiteful 
ocmnter-attack. His mind was too simple and direct even 
to recognise its petUness. She would keep him waiting 
half an hour, or perhaps longer, for his dinner. His an- 
noyance OD that account would not be added to by her 
sailing into the room in elaborate evening costume, and 
saying that she hoped she was smart cnongh now. Bat 
her attitude stiffened him in a decision he had come to, 
and that he had hoped to be able to carry oat with her 
co-operation. If she was not in a mood to give it, then 
he must take steps to enforce bis will, as much for her 
sake as for his own. 

Money bad flowed throng her fingers like water. He 
was eminently capable himself of using an income to the 
best advantage, and again and again he had made estimates 
and apportionments which, if they had been kept to, would 
have gabled them to live comfortably and save a consid- 
erable sum every year. But the years had slipped by 
and nothing had been saved. She seemed incapable of 
husbanding her resources in any way. She would neglect 
her faonsebold accounts for weeks together, and when they 
came to be added up and found greatly to exceed the snm 
that had been laid down for them, all ber excuse would 
be that she " supposed they must have enough to eat." 
She invariably exceeded her dress allowance, but "never 
had a stitch to wear." She hated tbe discomforts of debt, 
and took great credit to herself for this feeling. It did 
not prevent her from mnning up bills, bnt it brou^it her 
to him with them when they were large and pressing enough 
to disturb her. Then the money that he had scraped 
together to invest would be paid away, and she would 
pnnnise to be more careful, but accept no blame. These 
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were tbe only occasions upon which he could make himself 
felt at all, and then never withoat fierce recriminationB 
and disclaimers from her. Tbe only saving clause in the 
situation was that Barton's Farm, which was the name of 
their house, was not large enough for her to expand their 
way of living beyond a certain point. She could spend 
half as much again on their hugger-mugger existence as 
a careful housewife would have needed for a well-appointed 
house, but its bounds did put some sort of limit to her 
expenditure inside; and outside, in gardens and stable, 
his own carefnl management gave them what was necessary 
on the most economical terms. 

Barton's Farm was not the official agent's faonse, which 
was considerably larger. They had occupied it as a make- 
shift when they bad first come to Kemsale. ■ The only 
appreciable success that Herbert Fnller had had in his 
Incessant struggle against over-expenditure was that he 
had never allowed himself to be persuaded, or bullied, into 
moving Into " The Limes." Even bis wife, insanely un- 
practical as she was, and contemptuous of his expostola- 
tions, bad never found an answer to his argument: " If 
we can only manage just to keep oar heads above water 
here, what chance shall we have in a house like that?" 
To the fortunate accident of " The Limes " having been 
tenanted at the time they had come to Eemsale, they owed 
it that they had, so far, kept their heads above water. 

But now the time had imperatively come when more 
than that was wanted, and it was on the means of bringing 
it about that this active, honest little man, who felt younger 
than his years, but was beginning to see them drawing to 
« close, cogitated, as he sat hungry and still rather coM 
before his smoky fire. 

It was twenty minutes to nine when the dinner bell at 
last rang. The extra delay had irritated him to the point 
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of makJDg him feel Iiiinself a martinet, and when he went 
into the dining-room he was determined to carry out the 
decisions he had made, with no nonsense allowed. His 
wife was already seated at the table in what looked to 
him like & ball-dresa, and s very expensive one. She wore 
all her jewels, and had dressed her brass-tinted hair elab- 
orately. The process had, carionsly enoogh, driven away 
the effervescence of her iU-humour. She had kept him 
waiting for bis dinner for nearly an boar, which would 
" teach him " ; and now, if he chose to behave himself, 
he might deliver his budget of news without being more 
snapped at than in normal conversation. 

" Well, I hope this is grand enough for yon," she said 
as he came in. 

" It's a hit too grand for my taste," he said, as be sat 
down. " But at any rate it looks clean." 

It most be admitted that this was rude; and the maid 
was standing at iiis elbow, and would certainly report the 
speech to the enraged cook. 

No more was said until she had left the room, when there 
was an explosion. 

" I meant what I said," be snapped in answer to it — he 
could snap, too, at times. " And as for saying such a 
thing before the servants, it's nothing to what you allow 
yourself to say before them if yon're annoyed." 

" Oh, please don't quarrel, children," said Irene laeily. 
" I want to hear about the great Armitage Brown." 

Her father was already a little ashamed of his speech, 
and of pursuing a quarrel before her; and his spurts of 
temper died down quickly and left no sulkiness behind 
them. Mrs. Fuller was still furious with him, but her 
gown seemed to demand behaviour more " lady-like " than 
she was accustomed to adopt in the home circle. She sat 
stiff and offended while hf told of the cross-examinations 
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to irhicli he had been nibjected, and the succub with which 
he had met them. " That taste of mine for statiBtics has 
turned np tmmps," he said. " I suppose in a bnsinew like 
his thef have to use them a lot more than it's necessary for 
ns to do. Anjihow, it seemed to be ezacUy what he wanted." 

It seemed to her as she listened to his accooot of the 
earlier stages of his interview, which was broken off while 
he was carving and the maid was in the room, that he 
really had succeeded io bluffing the great man into thinking 
him of more value than he was; and it suited her better 
to believe in that sort of sura^ess than in the possibilitj of 
his having shown qualities to earn it. She grew interested 
in his account of the interview, seeing in it a contest in 
which he might easily have broken down, but apparently 
hadn't, as in the end he had kept his post When he sud- 
denly halted, she allowed herself to unbend so far as to 
ask a question. He had began to tell them, with a laugh, 
and a "By Jove! tliou^," that at one period of his inter- 
view he had actually said that if he couldn't have his own 
way in a certain matter he should ask Mr. Armitage Brown 
to find another agent, when he bethought himself that he 
most not say too much about changes that might be coming. 

" What did he want yon to do? " she asked. 

" Well, don't say anything about it outside, bat notice 
has got to be given all round. It's often done when a 
new landlord takes a property over — just a matter of form, 
till things are settled all round. What I told him was that 
some of them might not understand that,. and it would 
make trouble unless I had authority to say that it wasn't 
intended to turn oot old tenants, like the Davises and the 
PetUfers, for instance. He's a man who's accustomed to 
do things in a pretty high-handed way, and he didn't like 
it when I interrupted him to say what I thought about it 
He said — oh, you should have seen his jaw set as he loolced 
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at me — he said, ' And suppose I say that irhen I say a 
thing ia to be done in a certain way, it's got to be done 
in that way, CapUin Fuller? ' ' Well, then, I'll aak yon 
to get somebody else to do it, Mr. Brown,' I said." 

He took a sip of wioe, enjoying the memory of his 
trinmph. He was warmed and fed now, and bad talked 
himself into equanimity. 

" Yon really said that to him ! " exclaimed his wife. 
She had had no idea that he had it in him to blaff to 
that extent, and had no idea now that be had not been 
blnffing. The revelation removed from her mind questions 
she had intended to ask about the notice to the tenants. 
If her husband could get the better of the millionaire in 
that way, what might not she herself be able to effect with 
her far greater powers? 

" Yes, that's what I said. I think he bad only meant 
to see what sort of answer I should give him, for he toot 
tt with a lau^, and told me to do things in my own way. 
I should say he was a ttraighi fellow; hard, perhaps, and 
likes to have his own way, bnt " 

" But yon can get round him. Well, that* s good hearing, 
I'm snrc. And you seem to have hit upon the way to do 
it, luckily for us. But I shouldn't give bim notice every 
time you want your own way, if I were you. You might 
give it once too often. Besides, I don't supptose your way 
would he any better than bis, or so good. It's your business 
to keep in with him. What about kerf Did he say any- 
thing about what's going to happen np at the house? " 

" Yes, I was coming to that. It's one of the best things 
I've got to tell you. Mrs. Armitage Brown is coming down 
next week to begin to get the hoose in order. He's been 
suddenly called to America, and when he comes back they're 
going to the Riviera tiU April. He's got a villa there. He 
likes to go off in January, and " 
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" Oh, yonVe talked enongh sbont him. What aboat 
her?" 

" I was jmt going to tell yon. There'll be a lot to 
arrange, getting the house into order again. I fancy be 
thinks it will be a bigger job than sfae docs; and ronning 
it afterwards, too. He asked me questions aboat that, and 
I told him that the old lord had had a secretary who was 
kept pretty busy with accoonts and overlooking things gen- 
erally, and that I thought it hadn't paid not to have one 
lately. I said I'd do what I could in the Estate Office, 
bnt ■' 

" Sorely yon didn't o£Fer to take on all that extra vork 
for nothing! Why, Mortimer had three hundred a year, 
and his rooms and keep in the house. Well, you an a 
fool!" 

He looked annoyed for a nxMnent " I wish yon'd let 
me finish," he said. " I was going to say that in the end 
he offered me another hundred pounds a year, and an extra 
derk in the office, to take over the bouse accoonts." 

He had meant to lead up to it by repeating the conrer- 
saUon that had passed. He had felt the offer to be a 
generous one under the circumstances in which it had 
been made, and its effect would be that at last he would 
be in a position to save. Bat as it had been forced out of 
him, it fell flat 

"Welt, upon my word!" she exclaimed. "A hundred 
a year for doing the work that oM Mortimer got what was 
equal to five or six for! And you let him get the better 
of yon as much as that! I thought we should have a 
different story before long." 

He looked downcast, bat defended liimself with some 
irritation. "Mortimer was a relation; it was quite dif- 
ferent," he said. " And a great deal went on in the old 
lord's time that people not in his position won't want 
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Mr. Brown asked me about Mortimer's dnties as secretary, 
sod when I told him some of them he langhed, and said 
he shooldn't mind spending money on living comfortably 
at Eemsale, bnt he didn't see himself spending it in that 
way; and of conrse there's no denying that, rich as he is, 
he won't fill anything like the position that old Lord 
Meadshire did. Besides, he's got his own secretaries, and 
yon may say that half Mortimer's job will be done by 
one of them. No; I should have been qnite ready to take 
the household accounts into the office, if he'd given me 
another clerk. It was his own suggestion that he should 
give me the extra fanndred, and a clerk as well. It will 
pay me handsomely for the extra work I shall have, and 
he offered it in a nice sort of way. ' Well, I can't expect 
you to save me money and get nothing ont of it yourself,' 
he said. ' How would it be if I increased yoor salary by 
a hundred a year? Would that suit you? ' I said I hadn't 
expected anything of the sort and thanked him, bnt he 
said I'd nothing to thank him for; he should save much 
more than that by having things looked after by a careful 
man. I thought that was generous. I believe it's true, 
of conrse; but it isn't everybody who'd have said it, and 
it shoved that he'd taken my measure." 

" Yes, he seems to have done that all right," she sneered, 
" getting two people's work out of you for a little more 
than the price of one. Still, it will just make the differ- 
ence. There'll be no excuse for not gettdng into a decent 
house now. You say you've got to give everybody notice. 
That'll make it easy to shift that old cat ont of 'The 
Limes.' " 
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GARDEN NOTES 

SouxwHiRK aboat the middle of November, when work 
(tt Eemssle was in fnll swing, Alfred Brown came down 
for a few days' visit, and was so pleased with his snrronnd- 
inga that he stayed for a month, in spite of the carpenters 
and painters and plumbers that were all aboot him, and 
the absence of tlie snn, which he loved. 

The San was not completely absent, even during those 
weeks of November and December. Oo his first arrival 
it shone mildly for three days together, in a sweet belated 
Indian sommer, and he told himself that he had never 
before realised how lovely the English country was. He 
was one of the many thousands of Englishmen who are 
entirely ignorant of what rural England is like except In 
the summer; bnt before he went back to London he had 
grown to love even the cold wet days, and to congratulate 
himself upon having acquired a new and valuable artistic 
impression. 

Part of the charm of country life in the winter depends 
upon the kind of shelter to which one returns as dusk falls. 
Alfred consideTed himself fortunate in this respect. His 
sitting-room was the old steward's room of Meadshire days, 
which with most of the offices of the house had been bought 
in with all their effects standing. It was on the basement 
floor, and partly below the level of the ground outside- 
But it had two large windows, one facing south and the 
other east, and whenever there was any nm shining he 
,110 
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tued to come down in the morniog to find the room flooded 
with it 

Bat he liked rtill better to come back to it in the eren- 
ing, when the faded red cuitaln§ were drawn, and a piled-op 
fire was biasing on the old-fashioned hearth. He would 
change hia wet boots for slippers, and ensconce himself in 
a deep chair with a book and a pipe, and taste to the fnll 
the delights of undisturbed peace and bodily comfort. 

He would chat to the elderly lady who came in to lay 
the table for his dinner. Slie and her husband were care- 
takers, old Meadshire servants, who knew well enon^ 
how a gentleman ought to be looked after ; and he thought 
he had never been so well serred In his life. She had 
taken a fancy to him, and he to her. She told him many 
tales about " the family," and he liked to hear them, but 
would sometimes confuse her by asking whether she didn't 
really think it rather funny that a person like himself 
ahonld be in their place. " Now if yon want to tease me, 
sir," she would say, " I shall send LIsaie or my husband 
in to wait on you " ; or " It's because I think you'll do 
yery well that 1 like to have speech of you " ; or " When 
we're all in order yon won't be seeing much of me; yon 
must talk sensible." But she would never admit that she 
accepted the new order as a satisfactory snbstitote for the 
old; nor could she hide what she felt about the downfall 
of all that she had been brought op to. "Ah, it's a sad 
thing to think of his lordship and her ladyship coming 
down to live in that little Herons' Nest," she would say, 
" and her so much looked up to and so suitable for living 
in a great house like this, if I eipress myself right." 

He began to be interested in her ladyship, in a way that 
may be said to have been sentimental, although not in 
any degree lover-like, because he had learnt that she had 
reached what to a very young man is mlddle-age in the 
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other sex. She represented s romantic state which had 
now suffered eclipse. He saw quite clearly, under the 
inflnence of old Mrs. Parmiter's backward-looking talk, 
that however much money might be lavished on Kemsale 
in the future, it would never again be what it had been In 
tile past. Lady Grace had taken something away with her 
that conld not have been bought, if she had been willing 
to sell it. Her influence was still over the wreclced house, 
especially in those two quiet upstairs rooms which had 
been hers. Comparing what was being made of the rest 
of the house with those two rooms, or even with the solid 
unpretentious comfort of this one that he was using, he 
could only see in it irreparable loss, and came by degrees 
to value more highly stiU the virtues that had gone out 
of it And even if the house conld have been kept intact, 
heavy gain as that would have been, its spirit would still 
have departed; it could not bare been snpplied by those 
who were going to live in it. 

He asked about the Herons' Nest, and received an 
impression that made him hope some day to know it inti- 
mately. It was about a mile away. Its situation, as 
described by Mrs. Parmiter, hardly fitted in with the ob- 
servatfons he had made of the country around. It stood 
amongst pines on the edge of a rocky gorge; he imagined 
a scene such as may be seen in Swiss mountains. There 
had always been some sort of rustic cottage there, used 
for picnics and such retirements; for it might actually 
have been said to be in the grounds of Kemsale, approached 
as it was by long shrubbery walks, and only recently fenced 
off. Some years before, the cottage had been rebnilt, 
greatly enlarged, and furnished for residence, though it 
had never been continuously occupied. It had been left 
to Grac;; for life by her grandfather, with some acres of 
ground, which included the whole picturesque gorge, the 
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waterfall, and the beronrT' above tt Upon her death it 
Toold revert to the estate, and Meadshire had refused to 
sell it> reversion. So there, in the very heart of the 
eighteen or nineteen tboosand acres, were about thirty that 
were alienated. The price for the whole had been reduced 
oa that accoont, but Meadsbire had been obstinate about it. 

When it had been decided to sell Kemsale, the Herons' 
Nest had been still farther enlarged, to make Grace's home 
of it. And Meadshire had decided that he would make it 
his home with her. " I'm not denying it's a very pretty 
place," said Mrs. Parmiter, " and her ladyship is making 
it prettier stQl, with gardens and all. If all was as it 
should be here, with his lordship married and living in the 
great house, as his forbears have done before him, then it 
would be a very suitable place for her ladyship, as long as 
she didn't marry herself, dear heart! But as it is ! " 

Alfred took an early opportunity of surveying this 
Naboth's vineyard, as it was likely to become to his father. 
From the road all that could be seen was a stream that had 
already lost some of its impetuosity, passing under an old 
■tone bridge, and a little way from the bridge a gate, flanked 
by a rustic lodge, and a road leading throngh trees to 
much higher ground. A little farther along, after a comer 
had been turned, a bold scarp of rock conld be seen, which 
soon softened into the tliiddy wooded slopes that were the 
nsual feature of this long range of hills. All the rest 
was bidden from sight, and approached from other quarters 
the place was still hidden by its banked masses of trees. 
Only towards the summit of the bill, where the heronry 
was, the ground was a little more open; and the way in 
which the little river had cut its way through the rock 
conld be seen at another point oatside the new high fence. 
The occupants of the Herons' Nest were at least assured of 
complete privacy within the limits of that fence. 
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Alfred heard about Lady Grace and the Herons' Nest 
from Mra. Parmiter on the evening of his arrival. He 
beard more about them the next morning, when he 
Vent out in the soft November sunahine to explore the 
guldens. 

He would much have preferred to go about unnoticed. 
He was as far as possible from wishing to take up the 
position of heir apparent to all the new splendour that was 
being created about him. He was so constituted that it is 
probable he bad never yet thought of himself as some day 
succeeding to it all; otherwise he would certainly have 
made some effort to reflect his own taste in the reconstitn- 
tion of the house, for he could bardly have imagined himself 
living in the sort of place it was going to be, as its master. 
In the mood of his youth it would be irksome to him to 
be tied to any bouse, least of all to the gorgeous palace 
that his parents were creating for themselves. He had 
not even reached the point at which he wanted any sort 
of resting-place of his own. All be wanted was his free- 
dom; and a couple of rooms that he could moke himself 
at home in, when he wanted to be with his family, were 
all the anchorage that be needed. 

But he was not able to dispense with attention. He 
had not seen much of the garden before he was joined by 
the head gardener, who offered to show him round. 

" I don't want showing ronnd," he said ; " thank you 
very much. I want to wander at my own sweet will. I 
say, this looks pretty beastly." 

He was standing on the steps that led down to the 
carpet garden, now bare of all its plants for the winter, 
and showing only its Intricate design of squared box 
edging, raked soil, and rolled gravel. 

The gardener's face darkened. He was a Scotsman, 
with a temper that be did not control when dealing with 
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his snbotdinates, alUion^ be did hia best in that respect, 
otherwise, where be jndged it politic to do so. 

" The plants hare all been token in for the winter," 
be said. " It IwAb quite different when it is bedded ont." 

" Yes, IVe seen it bedded out, and I didn't think it 
looked much better than it does now. I hate bedding oat, 
especially on this scale." 

"Well, it's a matter of opeenion," said Mackensie dog- 
matically. " The carpet gardea at Kemaale bos always been 
considered a feature, and I may say that for the twelve 
years I've had to do with it it has lost none of its 
reputation." 

He spoke rather disagreeably. He was " trying it on." 
He was of the class of old-fashioned gardeners extraor- 
dinarily capable within their limits, who take in no new 
ideas, and fight against all interference from their em- 
ployers. At tbeir most tyrannous, they regard the gardens 
which they are employed to overlook as their own^ and 
expect those who own them to be content with their use 
as plcasnre grounds. They are getting rarer with the 
growth of the taste for amateur gardening, bat Mackensie 
was an advanced specimen, and was prepared to go to all 
lengths to dooiinate the people who were now to pay him 
his wages. To aU lengths short of losing his place, that is; 
for he was enough aware of the changes in gardening taste 
to be doubtful of getting another that would suit him. He 
bad formed his opinion that the people he should now 
have to deal with would be just of the sort to be kept 
in their place, and he had also determined the lines on 
which it should be done. He had better begin at once 
with this very young-looking son, who did not look in the 
least formidable. 

" I hear Lady Grace Ettien is making a very original 
garden at her new house," said Alfred. It hod occurred 
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to bim that it was odd that she, who bad presomably had 
the direction of wbat had been done in the gardens of 
Kemsale of late years, should have tolerated this ezpeneive 
piece of ugliness, which offended bis artistic eye, although 
he knew nothing of practical gardening. That was why 
he brought her name in. , 

He had aroused a bornets' nest. Grace bad been the 
etumbling-block in the way of MackeoEie's complete autoc- 
racy. He had bad to give in to her, and had done so 
without showing bow much he reseated her interference, 
so that she bad only laughed at bis cantankcTousness, and 
taken his opposition to each and all of her plans as natural 
in an old servant. He had succeeded in confining ber 
activities to tbe lower part of the garden, and her own 
unwillingness to spend money on it had confined them stUl 
further. But a greater cause of offence against ber still 
was that she bad not asked falm to go with ber to tbe 
Herons' Nest^ but had taken his second in command, with 
two of the under gardeners. He would not have gone if 
she had aaked him, and in this he was almost alone of the 
army of indoor and outdoor servants at Eemsale. He 
felt that his secret disloyalty had been found out when 
she left him where he was without a word, and tbe offence 
rankled deeply. 

" You may call it gardening if you like," be said con- 
temptuously. " Her ladyship's at liberty to play about as 
she pleases. She never knew what gardening was, and 
never will." 

"Didn't she like this sort of thing?" asked Alfred 
quickly, indicating the bare beds near which they were 
still standing. 

"No; she " 

"Well, I don't either. Now, I'm going to explore. 
Good-bye, for tbe present." 
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An boor Uter Alfred stood on the steps OTerlooking 
the two acres of carpet garden again. In the interval 
he httd acquired the glimnieriiigs of a delightful new 
occupation. 

" I wonder if I could do it," he said, refiectively scratch- 
ing his chin. " I think it wonld amose me to try." 

The next morning he wrote up to his father's London 
office, aalcing that a cablegram mi^t be sent to him: 
" May I make some alterations in garden, and dismiss 
head gardener if necessary? Reply direct Eemsale. 
Alfred," 

The answer came the next day. It consisted of the 
single word " Yes." Armitage Brown liked to save money 
on cablegrams. 

Alfred had already sent to London for books on garden 
design and found others in the library that helped him. 
He spent his evenings making elaborate plans for trans- 
forming the flat oblong on which the carpet garden was 
laid ont into a format garden of the most approved style. 
There were to be arcades and alleys of yew, fountains 
and tanks, if water could be provided, knots and parterres, 
treillages and statuar^ — every feature, in fact, that would 
have been found in every mediaeval garden, and a good 
nany besides. He was unhampered by any knowledge of 
the habits of flowers, or of the time it would take for bis 
plans to mature; but he enjoyed himself exceedingly and 
finally produced a plan that did great credit to his artistic 
taate, and not a little to bis capacity for assimilating knowl- 
edge that could be acquired from hooks. 

On the second evening of his studies — he bad as yet 
only made tentative sketches of the plan that was forming 
itself in his mind — Mrs. Pannitcr informed him that Hr. 
Mackenzie wanted to see him. 

"Ask bim in," said Alfred. 
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Mackeaiie vas in a temper, which he made no Krions 
effort to diagnise, except b^ keeping his voice to a com- 
paratively respectful kty, 

" I've come to ask, sir," be said, " if yonll be good 
enough to give me orders if you require anything from 
the houses." 

"Certainly," said Alfred genially, "unless I take it 
into my head to pick something for myself. I picked a 
bunch of grapes this afternoon. Is that irhat you're 
referring to ? " 

" Yoall excuse me, sir, but as long as I'm head gardener 
here, things can't be done in that way. My orders are 
to send up so much vegetables and flowers and fruit to 
Berkeley Square, and the grapes yon picked were intended 
to be sent off t4)-morrow. If " 

" Oh, I'm sorry for that," said Alfred. " But there 
seemed to be several hundred bunches of grapes ready 
to be picked in the different houses. It's unfortunate 
that I should have hit upon the very one. How do you 
know them apart? " 

" I've got my work to do," said Mackensie in a tone 
slightly higher than he had nsed before, " and I'm quite 
ready to do it, as I miderstand quite well bow, having 
lived in the Mghest families all my life. If I'm interfered 
with, I can't expect to give satisfaction. I bad my' instmc- 
Uons from ber ladyship — I should say from Mrs. Brown 
— and I've got to carry those instructions out" 

It may have been Alfred's imagination that he bad 
made his mistake purposely, and corrected it on a note 
of contempt. At any rate it aroused his anger; but be 
did not show It 

" Well, yon may take it from me," be said, " that Mrs. 
Brown won't mind in the least which particular bunches 
of grapes are sent up to ber; and tiut aeema to be all 
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that yoa need irorr^ about. If any complaints are inade, 
yon're quite at liber^ to put the blame on to me." 

" Then, sir, I shall make a complaint. I know my 
duty, and what's expected from men in my position — 
I dare say a good deal better than yon do. Ever since 
I was 'prenticed as a boy, I've worked in the gardens of 
the nobility " 

" Yes, yon told me that before," Alfred intermpted, 
" and it doesn't interest me at all. Yon're not working 
for the nobility now, and it's quite possible that yon may 
have to adapt yourself to some changes. Now you've 
made your protest, and I're given yon my answer. I 
don't look upon the houses or anything else in this place 
as yours, and as long as I'm down here I shall take what 
I like out of them." 

Mackeneie was almost choking with rage. " If that's 
the way I'm to be spoken to, I shall give notice at once," 
he said, getting out his words with difficult. 

" I shouldn't advise yon to be in too great a hurry," 
said Alfred. " If you do give notice, it will probably be 
accepted. I'll say ^ood-nigbt to yon now." 

When Mackeniie had taken himself off, with no further 
words, Alfred grinned to himself. " I don't believe any 
of the nobility could have done it better," he said. " Im- 
pudent beast!" 

Then his face changed. " It's rather a shame to goad 
him on," he said, "when I hold all the trumps. I'm not 
going to kick a man ont of his job if I can help it." 

He wrote to his mother to teU her how matters stood. 
"All the servants that yon hare taken over seem to be 
a nice lot, except this fellow. He wants to tyrannise, 
and if you leave him to me 111 pnt him in his place, so 
that yon will have no tronble with him when you come 
down. On his own lines I should say he was an excellent 
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nutn, and you don't wmnt to get rid of him if you cftn help 
it" He tben went on to tell her aboot his garden plans. 
" It's the greatest fun in the world," be wrote. " The 
heir of all the Browns has taken very kindly to country 
life, and yon may have to pnt up with his presence in the 
ancestral castle more often than yon bargained for." 

\ow the head gardener at " The Towers " bad com- 
ported himself in exactly the same way as Mackensie 
proposed to do, and it had suited Mrs. Brown admirably. 
She took no interest whatever in the processes of garden- 
ing, and as long as any orders she might give as to what 
was to be brought into the hoose were obeyed, all the rest 
was left to his discretion. She had interviewed Mackensie 
in a stately sort of way during her short stay at Kemsale, 
had given the orders which he was ready to carry out, 
and left all the rest to him. He had mbbed his hands and 
chuckled to himself after the interview. But he had none 
the less misread Mrs. Brown. 

There was a strain of arrogance in her composition, 
which had been heightened by the wealth at faer conv 
mand. She had envisaged herself reigning at Kemsale 
with undisputed sway. She had been quite sincere when 
she had intimated over the tea-table at " The Towers " 
ttiat it would be the part of the people living abont her 
to cultivate her, not hers to cultivate them. Whatever 
her social success had been, she had owed it greatly to 
this calm dependence on her position as & woman much 
richer than others. She hunted no tufts, bot enough tufts 
had bunted her to make her believe that all of them would, 
of any amongst whom she should be placed. It not, she 
would do without them. She did not know enough abont 
country life to imagine a different kind of intercourse 
from that with which she had made herself familiar on 
the Riviera. Money would surround her at Kemsale; 
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money woold draw the people she would want to know; 
money would do everything for her. 

But there were little donbts and hesitations at the back 
of her mind all the time, and perhaps Mackenaie had 
divined some of them. Certainly he had " tried it on " 
with her, and cleverly enoagh, insinuating information 
as to how things were done in the establishments of the 
high nobility, and taking it for granted that she would 
like things done in the same way. So she would. And 
he was right too in thinking that much that he told her 
was news to faer, as it very well might have been if she 
bad known a good deal more than she did, for his asanmp- 
tions had been preposterous. Where he was entirely wrong 
was in thinking that she had been awed into subjection 
to him, and that her haughty acceptance of his statements 
had been the mere veneer to hide it He was quite ready 
to play up to her haughtiness, if he could have his own 
way in everything. But his way happened to suit her. 
Money was no object; be could spend as much money 
as he liked, if he obtained the right results. He was to 
supply the best of everything that was wanted; how he 
did it was his own affair; she did not want to be troubled 
with details. 

When Alfred's letter came by the same post as Mac- 
keniie's formal complaint^ she was coldly angry. She 
bad half suspected Mackensie of trying to work upon her 
with his references to the " nobility," skilfully as he 
had used them, but thoaght she had shown him by her 
manner that he could not impress her by those means. 
The same referents in his letter was not the least of his 
mistakes. Fnrthermore, one of her troubles abont Alfred 
had been that he was too easy with servants. She wanted 
bim treated, as the son of the house, with the same machine- 
like deference she demanded for herself; and bow could 
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Hut be expected when he seemed to prefer .to niAlce friends 
with them? This maa must have made himself exbaor- 
dinarilj offensive if Alfred had taken notice of it. His 
complaint to her was a gross impertinence, practically 
demanding of her that she should humiliate her son on 
his behalf. 

As for Alfred, it delimited her that he should have taken 
np this new interest that would attach him to Kemsale. 
She wanted him to play his part there, and a big part. 
The alteration of « garden was not mnch, but it was 
something; and the rest might come to be built apon 
it> He had said in his letter that he liked the place, and 
the life of the coimtry, mach better than he had thonght 
he should. She wonld see him hunting and shooting with 
his neighbours after alt, and doing her credit as neither 
her husband nor her dsoghteT could. This new taste of 
his most be encouraged for all it was worth. 

She wrote and told him to do exactly what he liked 
with his formal garden. He had hinted at certain ideas 
for it that he had rejected because of expense. She 
would be responsible for anything that it might cost, and 
she asked him to write further about it, so that she might 
interest herself in it too. She had not hitherto cared 
mnch for gardening, which, howeverj everybody nowadays 
seemed to be going mad about If he were going to take 
It up, she shonld like to do so too. At the end of her 
letter she wrote: " I have written to Captain Fnller ask- 
ing him to dismiss Mackenzie, and find anolher nun who 
knows bow to ob^ orders." 
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THE HEIB APFABENT 

It mnit not be supposed that Alfred Brown, even in the 
euly days of his stay at Kemsale, hod been confined to 
the Bociefy of Mrs. Parmiter. However lightly he himself 
may have taken his position as heir apparent to the trans- 
ferred glories of his house, it was of importance enoogh 
to others to bring them abont bim with attentions that 
at first be wonld rather have been witbont. He was not, 
however, of an nnsoeiable habit, and before his month at 
Kemsale was far advanced he was glad to have houses to 
go to and people to talk with. 

Captain Fuller be fell in with on the first morning, 
immediately after he had come in from his exploration of 
the garden, for Fnller was keeping an eye upon the work- 
men engaged in the house, and spent some time there 
every day. Fuller, acting npon inatmctioQS, asked him 
to loncheon. He refused for that day, but finding that 
he should have to accept some time or other accepted 
for the next Barton's Farm was the first boose in which 
he was entertained at Eemsale, and Mrs. Fuller's satis- 
faction was deep and sustaining. 

When Mrs. Brown had come down to Eemsale with her 
siater-in-law, Mrs. Fnller had been all over her. The 
pbr&se may be a vulgar one, but Mrs. Fuller was a vulgar 
woman. Aunt Millie saw it; Mrs. Brown did not. But 
then Mrs. Fuller took a great deal more trouble with 
Mrs. Brown than she did with Aunt Millie. Aunt Millie 
ms « poor relation, in her eyes, beeattse she never put 
1S8 



bv Google 



1«4 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

herself forward, and was always very quietly dressed. 
And snch women as Mrs. Fuller find it difficalt to dis- 
guise their contempt for poor relations. She did her best 
in this instance, becaose Mrs. Brown was evidently fond 
of Aunt Millie, bat her best only amoonted to an occa- 
sional address, in which patronage was at least as much 
apparent as courtesy, and she would have been snrprised 
to learn how closely the bright but quiet little lady had 
taken her measure. 

Mrs. Brown was not at home to visitors during her 
brief sojourn, bat as she had to be in constant communi- 
cation with Captain Fuller, who had immediately entered 
upon his new duties in connection with the hoose, it was 
not possible to escape the attentions of his wife. These 
had been most skilfully brought to bear. Mrs. Fuller 
had made herself useful; she had made herself pleasant; 
she bad burnt incense of a delicate aroma; she bad made 
good her footing. After the three days' campaign, wear- 
ing but exciting, she was entitled to congratulate herself 
upon the success, as far as Mrs. Brown was concerned, 
of the tactics in which she placed such reliance. She had 
bluffed herself into being accepted as something other 
than she was. 

Her knowledge of dress had done most for her. In 
this she could not have deceived Mrs. Brown, however 
hard she had tried. But she really knew. She bad been 
a dressmaker — a lady dressmaker, of course— say a modiite. 
She did not seek to hide it. She had been poor, and 
" one mnst do something." 

And since she had lived at Eemsale her husband's posi- 
tion had given her opportunities for lynx-eyed observa- 
tion. She could reproduce the manners of the ilite, if 
the effort required was not too long sustained. She could 
be quiet and self-possessed in the grand style, or in dose 
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imitation of it. She could assume natural manners, ex- 
tremely unnatural to herself. She could create ilie effec'; 
of being in her natiTe air when in touch with great wealthy 
but of being quite nnaahamed of her own state of compara- 
tive poverty. She Imew well what a bad card fulsomeness 
is, and restrained her persistent inclination to play it. 
Her flattery was of the most delicate kind, and her only 
mistake was in not exercising it towards Aunt Millie, who 
might possibly have been taken in by it, but, as it was, 
saw right through her as if she had been made of glass, 
and was only restrained from saying so by considerations 
that concerned her own rather difficult position. She was 
strong in her determination not to allow herself to be 
influenced by her sister-in-law's riches; she would say 
nothing to warn her against a woman whom she saw to 
be influenced towards her by nothing else, for fear of 
being misunderstood. 

So Mrs. Fuller had her triumph for the time being. 
When Mrs. Brown left Kcmsale she thought of Mrs. Fuller 
as an agreeable, well-connected woman, who had rather 
thrown herself away, hot had made the best of it, and 
would never presume upon the intimacy to which she 
seemed entitled. She asked her to propose herself for 
luncheon in Berkeley Square if she should happen to be 
in London. They might, perhaps, have an afternoon's 
shopping together. And they would be seeing more of 
one anotJier when she settled at Eemsale in the spring. 

Mrs. Fuller's reward seemed assured when Alfred, on 
his introduction to her, amiably told her that he had 
heard about her from his mother, who had rather hoped 
to have seen her in London before this. His speech ex- 
hibited a shade more cordiality than his mother's had 
done, and seemed to imply a willingness towards cordial- 
ity on his own part which made Mrs. Fuller very happy, 
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The more memben of the family she conld draw into her 
circle the stronger her position with her patroneaa would 
be. Alfred, «t least, should retnm to London with golden 
accounts of her. 

Aa for the match between him and Irene, npon which 
her thoughts had, of course, been bosy, great care must 
be exercised at the present time. She saw now that the 
Rector had been too patently pnraned. It had been proved 
to be BO much more effective to cover np all signs of pur- 
suit, while none the less eagerly pursuing. The same 
subdued note as she had used with Mrs. Brown would 
be iipperative here. Alfred must never suspect that Irene 
was being thrown in his way. She must be her mother's 
precious treasure, destined for great things, but with no 
thought of finding them, so to speak, on the premises. 
She thought she could do it^ if Irene played np; and 
she'd better. 

The Innoheon, though simple, as became what was no 
more than a farmhouse, was well served. The room looked 
what it should always have looked — the bright, tidy, cosy 
living-room of a modest hut well-cared- for home. It drew 
admiration from Alfred, who bad a taste for domestic 
simplicify. 

" Well, it is rather nice," Mrs. Fuller admitted, looking 
round upon it as if she saw it for the first time, " but 
it isn't quite what we've been accustomed to. We came 
here for a few months, and have stayed for fifteen years. 
We shall be sorry for some things to leave the old place, 
but " 

" We're not going to leave It," interrupted her husband 
doggedly. He had fought her over this day in and day 
out ever since he had brought the news of his increase of 
income. And he would go on fighting against any un- 
scrupulous attack she might bring to bear upon him. 
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Only the flicker of ftD eyelid showed Mrs. Fuller's an- 
noyance. " Ah, that's a little matter of friendly diapnte 
between ns," she said, with a smile. " Bat I shall get 
my own way in the end." 

Irene was qniet during the progress of the meal, and 
fiardly spoke except when she was spoken to. This was 
chiefly from lasiness, but her air of indifference towards 
the mnch-dowered yoang man fitted in admirably with 
her mother's ideas. It drew Alfred to go a trifle oat of 
his way to include her in the conversation, and Mrs. Fnller 
thought she detected a dawning interest in him which 
was almost more than could have been hoped for at this 
very early stage. When he suggested that they should 
all go out somewhere in the car, and the two ladies went 
up to prepare themselves, she said to her daughter, with 
(inppressed ezdtemeBt: "My dear, you're behaving splen- 
didly. Don't let him see yet that you're in the least 
interested in him." 

Irene looked at her with her large eyes, and went into 
her room without speaking. She drifted up to a looking- 
glass and aarv^ed herself. " I'm not in the least inter- 
ested in him," she said. " Nor in old Compton either. 
I wish mother would leave me alone." 

JThey drove far afield, and touched the bounds of the 
estate at many points, but hardly went outside it. The 
progress was made semi-royal by Mrs. Fuller. " All these 
roads and lanes thread your father's property," was the 
note of her pointings. " All these rich meadows, fat 
ploughlands, deep woods, meandering streams; all these 
snug farmhouses, pretty cottages, churches, vicarages, 
manor-houses, and villas are his." And from beneath it 
all peeked oat the consciousness: "And they will all be 
yours some day." 

Fuller sat in front beside the chauffeur, and turned 
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round every nov and then with a word of ezpl&nation. 
Alfred sat on the back seat opposite to Irene, who, lolled 
bj the soft ail and swift motion, and the after effects of 
a InncheoQ rather larger than she was aecastomed to, 
found it difficult to keep her eyes open, and imposaihle to 
arouse herself to conversation. Alfred occasionally ad- 
dressed a word to her, and looked at her frequently, with 
a good-natnred expression which Mrs. Fuller translated 
into admiration. It was all going as well as it could be 
expected to go. 

They had come into a long stretch of strai^^t road, at 
the other end of which appeared a black figure on a horse. 
" Here comes the Rector," said Fuller, turning round. 

" Oh, stop him," said Mrs. Fuller eagerly. " It will 
be a good opportunity to introduce him to Mr. Alfred." 
He was to be called so, she had explained with friendly 
emphasis, to distinguish him from his father. 

The car, which was going at a considerahle pace, began . 
to slow down; the blade figure came trotting along the 
road towards it Mrs. Fuller leaned out, and the Rector's 
face darkened aa he saw who it was that was about to 
stop him. He could bardly avoid reining up, as the car 
had come to a standstill, and the lady was so very insistent. 
He took off his hat without a smile, and looked at her 
inquiringly. 

" Oh, Mr. Compton, I want to introduce you to Mr. 
Alfred Brown, who has come to stay here for a few days." 

Compton said : " How do you do, sir ? " still without a 
smQe, and then trotted on, with his face disagreeably set. 

" He didn't seem violently anxions to know me," said 
Alfred, whose first impulse was to salve over the affront 
to the lady's feelings. 

But Mrs. Fuller, besides being not altogether onaccns- 
tomed to such affronts In that and other quarters, had 
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fulfilled her object, vhicli vtu to dUpIajr. herself and her 
daa^ter in intimate contact with the heir apparent. " Oh, 
you never know how to take Mr. Compton," ahtf a^id - / 
lightly. " I anppoae he's been cubbing, a long way ttsfta.' 
home, and feels hungry. He'll call on you now he knows 
yon are here. We don't care for him msch ourselves, but ' 
of course yon have to keep in with the parson of your 
Tillage to some extent." 

" Well, I hain't terr'ble wrapped op in parsons myself," 
said Alfred. " I don't much care if he doesn't call on me." 

" Of course, he's not quite like ordinary parsons," said 
Mrs. Fuller. " He's the brother of a peer, and all that 
sort of thing. He's qoite a person to know in this part 
of the world, though he shsta himself up a good deal. 
One has to make allowances for him." 

Alfred began to feel a doubt as to whether Mrs. Poller 
wasn't, aftor all, rather a tiresome sort of person. She 
seemed to be a bit of a snob. No woman who respected 
herself would have taken tbe man's rudeness in that way, 
or have run the risk of meeting with it if she knew that 
it might be offered. That he was " the brother of a peer, 
and all that sort of thing,"- should not have been consid- 
ered a palliation. It certoinly should not be as far as 
he himself was concerned. If the Rector did call on him, 
which seemed unlikely, be would not see him, or return 
bis call. 

He was, in fact, angry, ttiough he showed no signs of 
it. He was aware that there might be some feeling against 
people like himself and his parents toking the place of 
people like the Meadshires, which was one of tbe reasons 
why he had kept himself somewhat aloof from the dis- 
cussions and preparations that had gone on in his family 
with regard to Kemsale. He was not going to spoil his 
happy freedom by settling himself in a position where 

D,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



ISO THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

" oil that Bort of thing " wm of snch importance. It woi 
of none whatever to him. Most people cUim to be indif- 
ferent to rank, bnt Alfred rcoUy was so. He waa ready 
to moke friends with all and snndiy; he vu Incapable of 
resting himself npon the accidents of his own birth with 
those less fortunate than himself, or of paying conrt to 
anybody because of the accidents of theirs. The whole 
qnestion of rank and wealtli, as it aSected a man, was a 
noisance. The jolliest companions he had known had 
had neither. So it had come to pass that he had rather 
kept out of the way of those who were gilded wHh " all 
that sort of thing." They might be as jolly as anybody; 
he had come across those that were; but more probably 
their standards would be different from his. Better 
not na the risk. There were plenty of others in tbe 
world. 

And now Mrs. Foller had let him in for a snob from a 
person of the suspected class, and bad taken it for granted 
that he would swallow tbe snub because of the class. He 
was as nmch annoyed with her as with the person who 
had dealt it. 

He dropped the Fullers at Barton's Farm as dusk fell, 
and refused to come in to tea. He was already rather 
tired of the Fullers, and wanted to get back to his cosy 
room and his garden designing. 

He was not, however, to enjoy his solitude just yet. 
As he got out of the car, Douglas Irving was just turning 
away from the door. 

He introduced himself. " Fuller told me you were here 
for a day or two," he said. " I thought I'd look you op, 
and see if I could do anything for you. You can't be 
very comfortable here with all this mess about." 

Alfred was rather pleased to see a man near to his 
own age than any he had talked with for the last few 
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dkyi. Aod there w«s sometbing about Dooglas's frank 
and cataral addreis that attracted him. 

"Not comfortable?" he echoed. "Yon come id utd 
■ee." 

They were standing before a aide entrance, more fre- 
quently nsed than the main one. Alfred led the way 
throngh a hall and passage full of the ladders and gear 
of the decorators, and down a flight of stone stairs to 
the edioing basement. He threw open a door. " There ! 
What can yon want more comfortable than that? " he 
asked. 

A fire of logs was burning on the hearth; a lamp was 
on the table, and lighted candles on the hi|^ chinmey- 
piece. The curtains were close drawn; toasted muffins 
were keeping np their ctrcolatioD on an old brass grid in 
front of the fire, and a copper kettle was pnrring on the 
hob. The invalnable Mrs. Parmlter bad even pnt Alfred's 
felt slippers to warm against the fender, althongh he was 
not accostomed to wear them, except in his bedroom. 
She had a genius for creating an atmosphere. 

" It looks like a poem by Cowper," said Douglas. " Who 
woold have thought there was a room like this in this 
barrack of a place ? " 

Alfred had thrown a searching look at him when they 
had come in to the light. He was not quite as young 
as he had thought, but be felt inclined to like him extremely. 
Yonng men do take sodden fancies to men older than 
themselves. Douglas Irving, with his military bearing 
and his well-cut cooatry dothes, had all the air of belong- 
ing to the class upon which Alfred was accustomed to 
look askance, but he forgot all that, and pressed him to 
sit down and make himself at home. Tea would be in 
directly. 

" I've bod tea," said Douglas, " but there weren't any 
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mnffiiis. How do you do, Mrs. Panoiter? Got somebody 
to look after again, eli? " 

DoDglas talked about shooting. Alfred began to fear 
that his type was too pronounced to afford probability 
of common interests, in spite of the reference to a poet 
not nsnally read by sportsmen. He langhed when he him- 
self was invited to shoot. " I've never fired a gan in my 
life," he said. " It's a bit late to begin now." 

" Not a bit," said DongUs. " Yooll certainly want to 
shoot if you're going to live here. Come out with me 
some morning quietly; 111 lend you a gun and pat yon 
□p to it. You'll be as keen as mustard when you've 
brought down your first pheasant." 

" It's most awfully good of you," said Alfred. " Per- 
haps I will some day, but you'll find me an awful duffer. 
I've never gone in for sport; never wanted to; I've had 
all sorts of other Uiings to do. Still, if you'd put me in 
the way of it, I might give it a chance." 

Douglas did not quite know what to make of him. He 
had not expected Armitage Brown's son to be like this. 
He had pictored a young man either inclined to give 
himself airs because of his potential command of money, 
or inclined to suhservieuce through not being quite sure 
of himself. Bnt this yonng man had thanked him with 
warmth for bis offer, without a trace of subservience, and 
had admitted his ignorance of what a purse-proud yonng 
roan would prefer to be thought to Icnow something about 
He was " all ri^t " too, according to Douglas's stand- 
ard — boots not quite thick enough for country wear, but 
collar and tie correct, and suit such as anybody might 
wear who didn't csre to go to the expense of having his 
tweeds made in Savile Row, His manner and speech were 
" all right " too. He was, in fact, a " gentleman." 

But stiU, there was something about faim that didn't 
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exactly fit in with the ordinary pnblic school type, whose 
virtues and limitations alike such men aa Douglas Irving 
feel most at home with. The sons of self-made men are 
sent to big schools and tamed out to pattern; and if 
possessing no salient characteristics of their own are in- 
distinguishable from the sons of fathers who are not self- 
made. Their address to their fellows is as careless and 
as OQenthosiastic ; they don't " swank "; their tastes, habits, 
and appearance are woven on the same loom. But this 
young man did not conform in all respects. There seemed 
to be a thread of originality woven into his tissue, and 
originality is suspect until it is known on what grounds it 
rests. Still, he was inclined to like the fellow. He was 
very heavily gilded, which might induce liking or the 
reverse, according to circumstances. If he were not him- 
self inclined to protrude the gilding it wou}d not make 
him the less likable. 

" What have you been doing with yourself, if you haven't 
had time for sport? " Douglas asked. 

" Oh, painting and writing a bit, and wandering about 
generally. I tried the City for a year when I came down 
from Cambridge, but it didn't suit me at all. I suppose 
you might call me a sort of Bohemian." 

He said it with an engaging smile. He wanted to stand 
well with this older man, and doubted whether his sym- 
pathies would extend as far as any sort of Bohemianism. 
Cambridge had been thrown in as a sop to his supposed 
prejudices in favour of a conventional career. 

Douglas was entirely satisfied. The ground was cleared. 
His own tastes were not Bohemian, but they were artistic 
within limits. He would never have chosen those interests 
of his as an opening for conversation, but he was quite as 
readf to talk about them as about sport. They got on 
well together after that. Douglas stayed for an hour, 
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and Alfred promised to dine at Little Kemsale the next 
evening. 

"Oh, Douglas, I think be'§ a dear," said Beatrix, when 
the dinner had been duly eaten, and Alfred had gone away 
at a late hour of the evening. " He's not a bit spoilt." 

They went back to the library. " You'd hardly expect 
a fellow of that parentage to turn out as he has," said 
Douglas. " He seems to be bored by it all. I mnat say 
it's a great feather in his cap that he takes it as he does. 
It makes one like him extrtwrdinarily. If the rest of 
them are like that, we shall have some very jolly new 
neif^bonrs." 

" I don't think they are. At least, his mother isn't, if 
she's anything like Tottie's description of her. A high 
and mighty lady, as one might have expected." 

" Really, Tottie's the limit ! " exclaimed Donglas. " It's 
plain she's got her claws into this youth. Wants him for 
Irene, I snppose." 

" I think he sees tbrongfa her all right. I like him for 
not saying things against her. Donglas, Mr. Compton 
seems to have been awfully rude to him." 

Douglas considered this. " Of course he hates the 
Browns coming here," he said. " But surely he can't be 
meaning to cut them altogether." 

" It looks like it. But I suppose it was Tottie and Irene 
he really shied at Can't yon see how Tottie would behave? 
' Here's somebody mnch better worth getting hold of than 
yon are.' That's what would stick out of her." 

Donglas smUed and pinched her chin. "How nnchar- 
itable you are," he said. " What should we do without 
onr Tottie? But I do think it's a bit too bad of Compton, 
all the same. You conldn't have a nicer fellow than yonng 
Brown is — modest and bright and clever. Oh, I think 
he's an acqnidition. I expect Bill and the rest of them 
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will like him. 211 teach him to ahoot, and he shall come 
out with ns when we have a quiet day. I expect hell be 
asking vt to ahoot next year. May as well make friends 
with the Mammon of tmrighteoosnesa, anyhow." 

" I shall tell Grace how nice he ia," said Beatrix. " I 
wonder if Lord Meadshire will call on him." 

" Not he," said Douglas. " He's got his knife into 
the Browns and everything and everybody connected with 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE CH4NCEL PEW 

On Sunday morning Alfred went to charch, wbicli tu 
not his II9U&1 practice. But here in the country it seemed 
to be part of the delightful leisurely progress of things. 
Yon got up in the morning with & sense of the day being 
different from other days. Yon marked the difference 
by the clothes yon put oo. You hod sausages for break- 
fast, If you were looked after by a. Mrs. Parmiter. After 
breakfast it was almost your duty to idle until church 
time, and the idlcDess was pleasant, as it would not have 
been if you had felt you were wasting the morning. Church 
was a mild excitement, tuned to the key of the day. You 
met people, going and coming, whom you knew; you saw 
them and other people at a new angle, and joined with 
them in rarious acts of at least some social significance. 
The cigarette that you lit immediately yon were clear of 
the churchyard was better than other cigarettes, and yon 
would be quite ready when the time came for your luncheon, 
or early dinner, which with a Mrs. Parmiter at the helm 
would certainly include roast beef. 

And so on throughout the day — slight changes in occu- 
pation and in consequent outlook, which brought you to 
the end of it with renewed lest for the usual activities of 
the week. Bnt to taste the full flavour of the day yon 
must go to church, at least in the morning. 

Alfred went rather early. He bad been at Eemsale 

five days now, and it had begun to dawn upon him that 

be was expected to play a part. The indications had 
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been subtle but pervasive, and there had been nothing as 
yet to alann him. But in his general ignorance of what 
might be expected of bim be was inclined to be watchful, 
and it bad occurred to bim as be was dressing that there 
might be some question of a squire's pew, which he would 
be exp«:tcd to occupy. He had no intention of occup}ring 
a eonspicuous position of any sort, and thooght he might 
escape the risk of being asked to do so by slipping into 
the church ten minutes or so before the service began. 

He did so, and found himself alone there, except for 
the sexton, who was pulling at one of the ropes that hung 
in front of the closed west doors, and two old women in 
black bonnets, with their beads close together, in a pew 
near him. There were six crisp loaves of bread on an old 
coffer that stood against the north-west wall of the church, 
and before any one else entered four more old women came 
and joined the first two, one of them advancing a surrepti- 
tious finger towards the loaves as she passed them. Tbey 
were the recipients of Cope's Charity, Cope having been 
in his grave for the last two hundred years or more, and 
being therefore responsible for at least sixty thousand 
attendances at divine worship on the part of the successive 
old women who had carried off his loaves dnring that 
period. 

Eemsale Church dated from the fourteenth century. It 
was of noble proportions, and its great square tower was 
a landmark for miles around. Its interior had points of 
interest here and there, but its character bad been much 
lessened by an elaborate restoration that it had undergone 
some fifty years before. It was too large for any con- 
gregation that was ever likely to gather in it, except on 
the occasion of a Meadshire wedding or funeral, and the 
seating that had been put in left broad open spaces which 
to some extent redeemed the havoc it had undergone. 
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Alfred seated himself in ss retirmg a position as be 
could find, bnt tbere vas none in vbich he conid not be 
seen by any one entering the church, except a large doable 
pew behind a carved screen in the chancel. This wu 
probably the pew that went with the bouse, and he thought 
that, after all, he would have been more comfortable in it 
than elsewhere. 

But did it go with the homw? A few villagen had 
trickled in, bnt be bad not been in the church more than 
three minutes before a middle-aged man with a red face, 
foUowed by a tall thin lady with a pale one, entered and 
walked straight up the uare to take their places in this 
pew. Alfred bad no difficulty in identifying them as Lord 
Meadsbire and Lady Grace Ettien, and felt some sar- 
prise at the stare with which Meadshlre surveyed him and 
the frown that showed itself when be had evidently Iden- 
tified him in turn. Lady Grace had also looked at him, 
and as she had followed her brother up the aisle she bad 
blushed and seemed ill at ease. 

Alfred took It that they — or rather Meadshire — had 
heard that be was at Kemsale, and had come early to 
church for a similar reason to his own, to occupy the posi- 
tion they wished. Supposing they had found him already 
In the chancel pew ! He smiled when be thought how their 
respective desires fitted in. And then be felt rather serious. 
Was this man, whose property bis father bad bought at a 
high price, going to take up a position of hostility towards 
them for no other reason than that they were the pur- 
chasers of what he had had to sell? If so, surely this 
was rather a small way of showing it. It did not occur 
to him until later that the laying claim to what bad 
obviously been the Meadshire family pew might be a con- 
sidered act of aggression which the new owner of Kemsale 
would be invited to fight It was quite possible that the 
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righta to the per did go with the home, «nd had been 
bought with oil the rest. He hoped his father would not 
consent to fi^t at all on soch a qoestion, but it wu di»- 
torhing to feci that enmity was to be shown from the 
first by people who, so far as he knew, had no reason 
to show any. 

The school children clattered in, and ap the wooden 
stairs to the gallery ; farmers and their wives and families, 
cottagers, little shopkeepers from the village, began to fiU 
die pews. 

The Rector came in, and passed close to where Alfred 
was sitting. He allowed his gaze to rest upon him for 
a moment and went on to his reatry. It was made plain. 
In some indefinable way, that his failure to give hini any- 
sign of recognition was not because this was not the time 
or place to give such signs, but because he had no inten- 
tion of giving them at all. 

Miss Merriman came in — a short, grey-haired lady in 
old-fashioned attire, whom Alfred knew to be the present 
occupant of " The Limes." She was well off, and much 
given to good works. She was accompanied by three young 
girls in the most elaborate London attire, who caused con- 
siderable attention amongst the congregation, and seemed 
to enjoy it, although all three of them behaved beautifully, 
and sang psalms and hymns in such a way that everybody 
listened to them. They were members of some Actresses' 
Guild in which the good lady was interested. She often 
produced week-end visitors of an unconventional dcscrlf^ 
tion. She had once bron^t six London flower-girls to 
Eemsale Church, shawls, large-feathered bats, and all; but 
they had also behaved very weU. 

The Irrings came in, Wooale held firmly by her father 
and Jimbo by his mother, so as to subdue any untimely 
eraberance of spirit. 
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The Fnllen came in, and npnn seeing Alfred, who had 
by this time realieed that he had taken up a position not 
usually occupied in that assembly by a man with a gold 
ring, Mrs. Fuller paused, and issued whispered instructions 
to her husband to invite him to a seat with them in the 
middle of the church. He refused the offer, somewhat 
annoyed that it should have been so ostentatioosly made. 

He regarded the Rector with some interest, as he went 
throof^ the service, and occasionally turned his gaxe upon 
the pair in the chancel pew, who were in full view of the 
church when they stood up. Here were two people, if 
not three, out of those who were ostensibly gathered to- 
gether to^ perform an act that implied peace and chari^ 
between them — two people, if not three, who had put 
themselves into a position of hostility towards him, a 
stranger, and had not scrupled to show it in this place — 
had even made use of this place to show it in. Like 
many who confess to no creed, Alfred had a deep respect 
for the spirit of Christianity, wherever it showed itself, 
and could not but think it odd that people who made 
public profession of their beliefs, and amongst them one 
who had set himself apart to teach them, should show 
so little. The sense of personal enmity, which he had 
done nothing to deserve, disturbed him, who was bo ready 
to show goodwill to all men. It spoilt the serenity without 
which, careless as he was, he would not have cared to take 
part in a chnrch service. It destroyed the sense that he 
would otherwise have enjoyed in such a chorch as this, of 
a little company of people, most of whom knew one another 
in their daily lives, gathered together, on the day of rest, 
in peace and concord. 

The Rector read the service in a monotonous, conven- 
tional tone, and the lessons in the same way. His sermon 
was short and academic, showing no signs of the wide 
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knowledge with which his mind was stored, or indeed of 
any qualities above the ordinary, either of head or of 
heart. It was difficult to imagine him moved in his actions 
or impulses by principles other than those which any 
decent-living, wetl-edncated Englishman of no religious 
faith whatever would acknowledge. Perhaps his faith 
gave him some hope for the future; probably he found 
in it support for some of the opinioDs he had formed on 
mundane affairs. It did not seem likely to be of moch 
use to any one bat himself. 

Lord Meadshire occasionally sang a line or two of a 
hymn or a psalm, but spent most of his time looking about 
him. Alfred thought that his presente in church might 
have been dictated by bis wish to " set an example," and 
smiled as the thought occurred to him. But as a matter 
of fact he had come very seldom to church when be had 
owned Kemsale, and if his retention of rights in the 
Meadshire pew should depend upon his occupying it regu- 
larly, was unlikely to persist in the struggle. 

The attitude of Lady Grace was different. She was 
devout and collected, and never once, when she was in 
view of the congregation, did sbe look towards them. 
Alfred watched her with interest. Her profile, which was 
all he saw of her face, did not attract his artistic sense. 
It seemed to him indicative of long descent, with its high- 
bridged nose and arched eyebrows, and he wondered idly 
why no such facial signs showed themselves in her brother, 
whose appearance would have led no one to guess the 
fact of his birth. But the aristocratic type — if there really 
is such a thing — is not beautiful in Itself, and Grace was 
already past her first youth. Alfred, whose own youth 
was strong in him, regarded her almost as elderly. 

And yet she attracted bim. Her expression had sweet- 
ness, subdued as it was. It seemed to have sadness too. 
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He felt ft quick Bfmpathj with her. She wu " getting 
on." She would probdblf not marry. If the immensities 
of Eemsale had been her native air, as they never could 
be that of those who were to take ber place, and if she 
could not now look forward to breathing it elsewhere, 
then she was to be pitied, as ber brother was not And 
if she cherished a grudge against those who had 'dispos- 
sessed her, she might be forgiven for it. 

But as he observed ber, it came into his mind that she, 
at least, bore no grudge. Her meek downcast eyes were 
not those of a woman who hags a grievance. And if it 
was the case that her brother bad marched up to that 
chancel pew with tbe idea of pushing a claim, the look 
of her as she had followed him seemed to show that she 
had not done so in his spirit of aggression, Alfred's mind 
lightened as he eliminated her from the list of those who 
had already made up their minds to dislike him and his. 
Perhaps they wonld be friends some day. It seemed 
absurd that they shouldn't be, living so close together, in 
a place where they wonld be obliged to meet now and 
then. Kemsate had been rudely disrupted, and was being 
reconstituted in a fashion that would give it an altogether 
new character. But it was its old character that was 
beginning to make itself felt with Alfred, to the extent 
at least that, having come down for the shortest possible 
visit, be was now inclined to throw out roots, as he had 
never before done in any place in which he had lived. 
And so much of Eemsale's old character was connected 
in his mind with this gentle lady, who had hitherto lived 
all ber life in it Yes, decidedly they would make friends, 
if it were in any way possible. 

The service came to an end, and the congregation filed 
out, ready for the nest process that marked the day for 
what it was. This was, immediately, greeting of friends 
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and acqaaintances in the precincts of tlie chnrcb, and 
valking away in ctrnversation. Alfred manccnTTcd so as 
to emerge from the sphere of sOence with the Indngs, and 
not with the Follers. In the porch Beatrix asked him to 
lunch with them. 

" Bless yon for being so prompt," he said. " I will 
come with the greatest of pleasnre." 

Mrs. Fuller almost poshed her way ont. " Oh, bow do 
you do, Mr. Alfred? " she said in a voice that carried, and 
was intended to do so. " You are coining to Innch with 
Ds, aren't yon? Yon mustn't be left to mope by yourself 
on Sunday." 

Alfred regretted the impossibility, and she was going 
on to ask him to sapper, but broke off to say: "Oh, I 
want to introduce yon to Lord Meadshire and Lady Grace. 
Do jnat wait a moment They will be ont directly." 

She made a motion almost as if she would have laid 
hands on him ; bat he pretended not to hear her, raised his 
hat and walked on with the Irrings. 

She came after him, and renewed her request She 
conld not bear to be deprived of the exiguous triumph of 
bringing the old and the new together publicly. It was 
awkward, because they were in a stream of people. Bat 
by the lych gate it had thinned enough for Alfred to be 
able to say without being overheard: " I'd really rather 
not, Mrs. Fnller, thank you all the same." 

He conld not altogether keep the annoyance out of his 
voice; but she was too eager in her desire to keep him 
to notice it " Oh, don't be shy," she rallied him. " They 
won't bite you." 

Now he was angry. " I'm not at all snrc that they 
want to know me," he said. " Mr. Compton evidently 
didn't" Thai he left her, and joined the Irvings. 

The stream of people had now left Uie churchyard. 

D,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



144 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

Irene, quite indifferent to her mother's desires, was waiting 
for her, reading tbe inscriptions on the tombstones that 
came within her view. Herbert Fuller, who was church- 
warden, had not come oat yet. Bat as Mrs. Fuller joined 
her danghter, Meadshire and Grace appeared under the 
porch. 

She greeted them with a warmth that was met by Grace 
with politeness, by Meadshire with joviality. He found 
material for constant amusement In " Tottie " and her 
ways. "How arc you, Mrs. Fuller, how are you?" he 
inquired, wringing her hand. " Aren't you going to say 
' How do you do,' Irene p By Jove, yon look more fetch- 
ing than ever. You've been buying clothes, both of you. 
I, know you have." 

Irene allowed herself to smile, thongh she was not 
amused. There had been a time when a higher alliance 
even than that with the Rector had seemed to be indi- 
cated for her. But, mi snnder standing so many things, 
Mrs. Fuller had never really misunderstood Meadshire's 
attitude towards herself and her daughter. Bright visions, 
half-formed, had to be given np. He was not serious. 
Besides, he was too old, and " unsteady " besides. It 
would never have done. She had spoken of it regretfully, 
to people at a safe distance from Kemsale. He had seemed 
to be attracted, but she had felt obliged to put a stop to 
it He had taken it well upon the whole, and they had 
remained friends. Irene, fortunately, had not saffered; 
she had not cared for him " in that way," although, of 
conrse, they had been great friends ever since ahe had 
been a little girl. Her heart, she thought, was engaged 
elsewhere, and in a quarter which promised a far more 
satisfactory development ; she could not say anything more 
aboot that at present, but if it " came off," it would be all 
tfiat could be wished. 
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" Oh, Lord Meadsbire/' she said. " I did want to intro- 
dace yon to young Alfred Brown, who is here for a few 
days. He is snch a nice young fellow. We have been 
seeing a great deal of him." 

Meadshire dropped his chaffing manner. " Thank yon, 
Mrs. Faller," he said, frowning, " I don't want to be 
introduced to yonng Alfred Brown. If you had done ao, 
I should have told him so." 

■The Rector and Herbert Fuller came out of the church. 
" Oh, but I'm sure you would like him," she pleaded. " He 
really isn't half bad ; quite a gentleman, which you might 
not have expected. Oh, Mr. Compton, good-morning. We 
were just talking of young Alfred Brown. Yon were really 
rather rude to him the other day, you know. But I sup- 
pose you were too much taken up with your deep thoughts. 
Shall you call on him? I think he expects it, you know." 

" I've no intention of calling on him," said Compton, 
and went off along the path that led to the rectory. Mead- 
shire and Grace were already at the lyeh gate, where a 
powerful car was waiting for them. Meadshire never 
walked if he could help it, or had himself carried any- 
where under about forty horse-power. 

" Well, really, people don't seem very agreeable this 
morning," said Mrs. Fuller. " Any one would think they 
hadn't been to church at all. Irene, did yoa see those 
chorus girls with old Mother Merriman? I could hardly 
take my eyes off them. I call it a disgrace bringing peo- 
ple like that into a church. Well, I've done my best 
to bring people together. What's up with them, Herbert? 
Aren't they going to have anything to do with the 
Browns? " 

Herbert could not inform her. He looked worried. 
The almost forcible occupation of the chancel pew boded 
trouble, in which he would probably be involved.- She 
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had not apparently noticed it, and he said nothing abont 
it to her. 

" Well, I don't know that it mnch matters," she said, 
after a panse of consideration, " The Browns are o»r 
friends, anyhow; and the others don't amount to mnch 
now— except for their titles." 
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CHAPTER Xn 

MOEE OABDEN NOTES 

With grest manipnlation of cartridge paper, compaMcs, 
T-square, and water colours, the great plan for the formal 
garden bad been finished. The Irrings had expressed 
worm interest in the project. Formal design had not 
come within ttieir scope, bat plantiDg of all sorts had; 
perhaps their experience would be of value. They were 
invited to come round by Kemsale on their way home from 
church, and examine the resolt of much planning. 

They walked through the ground-floor rooms before 
descending to Alfred's appointed retreat Decoration had 
already been set in hand here, at the same time as sbmc- 
tnral alterations were going on elsewhere. The blue saloon, 
pink saloon, and yellow saloon were already nearing com- 
pletion. Alfred said nothing as he piloted them through 
the echoing spaces. And neither Beatrix nor Dou^as said 
anything, although they would willingly have made com* 
ment if they could have found an3rthing appredative to say. 

It was left to Woosle to express an opinion, which she 
did in the following concise phrase: " I think it-th puf- 
fickly beathly." 

All three of them looked at one another, Douglas and 
Beatrix with a quick deprecatory glance at Alfred, before 
falling upon Woozle to rend her, Alfred with his bead on 
one side, inquiringly. Wooile escaped the rending. All 
three of them borst into laughter, and laughed for a lon^ 
time. 

147 
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" Nothing more need be said. Now we'll go downstairs 
and look at vaj plan," said Alfred. 

The plan proved to be of sncb interest tbat they decided 
to take it on to Little Kemaale to study more at tbeir 
leisure. On the way there tbey looked at the carpet garden, 
soon to be dispossessed. " If yon like to say tbat this 
is ' puffickly beathly,' " said Alfred to Woozle, " I shan't 
blame you." 

But Woosle said she had liked it when all the flowers 
were there, and Jimbo put in a sudden claim to having 
once walked over one of the beds, to see if it was really 
like a carpet. 

" He did, the bad wicked man," said Beatrix. " We 
had to tell MackeoBie, the head gardener, and he was 
very angry with us, wasn't he, Jimbo ? " 

" So was yon," said Jimbo, qoick to sec Uie change of 
attitude. " But you're not angry now." 

She embraced him. " You'll ruin that child," said Dong- 
las, as he took advantage of her example to embrace the 
too-entrancing Woozle. 

"I think Mackeneic will be angry with me when he's 
told what is going to be done," said Alfred. " It will be 
broken to him to-morrow morning." 

"That's a gentleman yoa've got to keep nnder your 
thumb," said Douglas, " unless you want to live all yoor 
life under his. Poor Grace Ettien did. She had to fight 
for everything she wanted to do. Let's go through the 
lower garden. It's only a little way further. She did 
some jolly things there; but everything she planted had 
to be got through him — for the sake of his commission, I 
suppose — and even then she had to keep a sharp look- 
out that he got the right things, and planted them 
right." 

Tbey went down through the lower terraces and slopes. 
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charmingly arranged to afford mild surprises, son here 
and shade there, vbtss and glimpses, beauty of flower and 
foliage, green spaces, and above all that sense of peace 
and secloaion which a well-planned English garden should 
always offer, even when all its trees are bare. 

" Dear Grace I " said Beatrix regretfolly. " Her garden 
is like her, sweet and gentle." 

The speech pleased Alfred. " I think it's the best thing 
here," he said. " I hope mine will be half as snccess- 

fBl." 

A few late rosea were still blooming. The pomp of crim- 
son and bright pink was over; these were faint in coloar 
and delicate in scent. Alfred cnt half a dozen of them 
for Beatrix — all the perfect ones that the bushes could 
show. They, also, seemed rather like the quiet gentle lady 
whom be had just seen at her devotions. These lower 
gardens were another part of Eemsale that kept tbeir 
flavour amidst all the ruthless change, and should keep 
it still, if he had his will. His own changes, he prided 
himself, would have the effect of building up on the basis 
of the old, which was beginning to appear to him socb a 
priceless though easily dispersed treasure. 

What he felt about it all was expressed both by Douglas 
and Beatrix. 

"You know, in a way," said Douglas, with a laugh, 
"the carpet garden seems more in keeping with what's 
being done in the house than all this does." 

" Grace always hated the carpet garden," said Beatrix. 
" She would be very interested in your plans. I wish we 
could get her to see them." 

"Isn't Auntie Grace coming to tea this afternoon?" 
asked Woozle, with her toothless lisp. " She gen'ly does 
on Sundays." 

" I expect she will," said her mother. She did not say 



:.bv Google 



150 THE OLD ORQEB CHANGETH 

anything further, having obserred the little comedy in 
the churchyard. 

There was still time to go roimd the garden at Little 
Eemsale before luncheon. Alfred, who would hitherto 
have considered that a garden, at a time of year when 
nearly all its flowers were over, could have no interest 
for anybody, was beginning to have a dim idea of the 
absorbing interest of the autumn and winter planning and 
preparation. " I believe I shall take to this," be said. 
" But there seems to be a terrific lot to learn. Tell me 
candidly now bow far my ignorance has affected the plan 
J've made." 

"Well go all through it this afternoon," said Beatrix. 

Douglas was more direct. " The plan's all right as far 
OS it goes," he said. " But it's only half done. I suppose 
you'll hand it over to Mackenzie to carry out. Well, hell 
get the yews planted, the beds dug, and all that; but 
what are you going to put into them? If yon leave it to 
him it will be the carpet garden over again, which will be 
' puffickly beathly.' " 

The plan had simplified itself to broad alleys and arcad- 
ings of yew, with .wide spaces of lawn, and here and there 
box-edged beds and borders. There was to be a stone- 
edged lily tank in the wide central space, and a fountain 
jet at each end of the main transverse alley. When Alfred 
had written to his mother — whose reply was to be expected 
the next morning — he had had in his mind a more elab- 
orate framework to his garden, wHh higher boundary 
walls, WTOught-iron gates above and below, and at each 
comer little Renaissance pavUions, with flagged patch con- 
necting tbem. But as he had worked out this idea through- 
out the whole of a long evening, be had found himself 
losing his sest for it. It would be very expensive. He 
had little doubt about being authorised, and even c 
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aged, to spend as much as he wanted to spend over it. 
It was not that that damped his ardour. It was his own 
protest against depending upon the lavish use of money 
to bring happiness and interest in life that was rising in 
him. He bad never done it before. He had been sur- 
rounded by wealth all his life, and had instinctively re- 
coiled from it as a danger to true contentment. He had 
always been happy, except when he had been sitting at his 
desk in his father's office. He bad had a few qualms occa- 
sionally as to whether he had a right to make himself so 
' happy, since he was doing nothing, or very little, that 
wonld lead him anywhere. His father's character lived 
in him to that extent. But such doubts had troubled him 
little as long as he was not resting himself upon the golden 
pinnacle that was there for him if he wished to occupy it. 
If be were to leave hia simple, inexpensive way of Ufe, 
and begin to think about what pleasures he could obtain 
by the spending of money, his contentment would vanish. 
He felt it, though he did not analyse his feeling. Not to 
spend more money than he could help, not to thinic about 
money at all, was his way of keeping himself unspotted 
from the world. 

Directly be threw over his elaborate plan, his pleasure 
In designing his garden returned. The other would have 
been interesting, and, in comparison with what was now 
being done at Kemsale, and even with what had been 
done in the past in the way of expensive improvements, 
its cost would have been negligible. But, somehow, it 
was not for him to set it in hand. And Lady Grace's 
garden, as he liked to call the lower slopes, had shown 
him that it was not necessary to spend large sums of 
money in order to get gracious and charming effects. 
Great skill was necessary, as he was beginning to see, but 
be thoDght it wonld not be beyond him to gain that skill; 
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he had already gained a good deal hy bis studies. At least 
let tile skill come first, and let not ignorance be plastered 
over by great spending. 

He was a trifle dashed when Dgnglas, with the plan 
spread out before him, and all three of them ready to give 
it their undivided attention, said: "Of conrse, you know, 
this is going to cost an awfnl lot." 

"But I've kept it very simple," Alfred expostulated. 
" They'll have to lay water on for the fountains, bnt bar 
that and the bit of stonework, it's nearly all of it yew." 

" Yes, but it will take thousands of yews, and yoa'll 
want them a good size, I suppose. Yon won't want to wait 
twenty years before you get any sort of effect" 

"That's where I'm ignorant," said Alfred.' "But if 
that's all, I don't think it matters." 

" Ah, well," said Doaglaa, " then if I were yon I should 
get trees as big as possible. If they are carefully looked 
after when they are planted they'll come together in a 
couple of years, and youll get your effect almost from 
the first," 

He had given his warning, and was relieved of responsi- 
bility. He had not really supposed that cost would mat- 
ter, and meant to recommend the planting of well-grown 
trees that would cost at least ten shillings apiece, even if 
bought in thonsands. It would be jolly to take a hand 
in an affair of that magnitude, and he was inclined to 
envy one who could garden on a scale so much larger than 
was permitted to himself. 

Alfred was relieved too. The actual cost of the garden 
was not the question with him. There was no such thing 
as actual cost in snch'lnatters as this, so far as his father 
was concerned; would not have been even if be had 
kept to his more expensive design. Armitage Brown would 
have paid the bill for either without thinking about it. 
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It was the difference betreen spending money on dead 
stone and brick and mortar, and spending it on living 
growth that seemed to matter. He wonld be prepared to 
order yews of the largest aise that conld be transplanted, 
and as many of them as was necessary. That was ordinary 
gardening as he envisaged it That it was gardening witii 
a golden spade in Douglas's eyes would have troubled him 
but a little if he had known it. His own secret protest had 
been obeyed. He was gaining his pleasure from the sim- 
pler of two ways. 

The colloquy was long and interesting; catalogues were 
prodnced, lists made, sheets of notes scribbled. Alfred 
began to regard a nurseryman's catalogue with new eyes. 

" I shan't be able to do this myself, you know," he 
said. " You'll have to help me." 

This was wbat Douglas wanted. He leaned back in his 
chair and played with his pencil. " Well, I'll tell you," 
he said judicially. " If Mackensie were tbe right sort of 
gardener, you wouldn't want much help, when yoa'd de- 
cided what things to get, and where, to pnt them. But 
youll have him against yon all the time, and the fact of 
the matter is yon don't know enough yet to see that he 
does what he's told. Besides, this is going to take all win- 
ter, and I suppose you won't be here all the time." 

" No," said Alfred. " I wish you'd overlook it for me." 

" I will witb the greatest of pleasure," said Douglas. 
" Beatrix and I both will. She's jolly good at colour. We 
shall enjoy It awfully. But youll have to put us right 
with Mackenzie. He'll have to get the actual work done, 
or let US bare men to do it. He'll be fnriously up against 
us, of course; but I shan't mind that if I've got undoubted 
authority." 

" Come up to-morrow morning," said Alfred, " and we'll 
initiate Mr. Mackensie into his new duties. You won't 
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have any tronble irith him. He's going to do what he's 
told, tbou^ he doesn't know it yet." 

Thej had been talking and planning for an hoar. It 
was now past three o'clock. There came a alight pause, 
and Alfred suddenly remembered that Lady Grace waa 
probably coming to tea. His heart beat a trifle faster at 
the thought. He wanted to see how she looked and spoke. 
Bnt Beatrix had not asked him to stay to see her. He 
supposed he had better be going. 

He was jast rising to take his leave when the throb of 
a motor was heard outside. " That must be Mcadshire," 
said Douglas. 

" Well, I think I must be going," said Alfred. " I'll 
take the plana and the catalognes. It will amose me to 
work it out more in detail, as weVe arranged it. And 
yonll both come up about ten to-morrow morning." 

The door opened and Mcadshire came suddenly into 
the room. "Excuse me for walking in," he said jovially, 
and then he saw Alfred and his face dropped. 

" Good-bye, then ; to-morrow at ten." Alfred was ont 
of the room before any one had time to speak. He took 
np his hat and went out at the hall door. Meadshire's 
powerful car was gently simmering outside, and Grace 
was Bitting in the front seat alone. Their eyes met as he 
passed, and he dropped his with a blush as he fumbled 
at his hat-brim. He thought to himself as be went down 
the drive that he must have appeared in an odd light to her, 
but hoped she had not misunderstood his nervousness, if 
she bad noticed it. 

" Ob, you've had that yoong man here," s^d Mcadshire, 
when the door bad closed behind Alfred. " He seemed to 
be in rather a hurry." 

" I suppose he didn't want to meet yon," said Douglas. 

" Well, I doo't want to meet him," said Meadshire. " So 
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we're both snited. Look h^re, Grace wants you both to 
come Dp and see the garden. Bring the kiddies up too; I 
know yon can't bear to be parted from them." 

Beatrix went upstairs. " I say, Meadshirc," said Doug- 
laa, " what have yon got against young Brown? He's— ^ — " 

" IVe nothing against young Brown," interrupted Mead- 
sbiTC] " except that he's the son of old Brown. And I'm 
not going to have anything to do with any Browns of them 
all. No more is Grace. We're going to keep oorselvea to 
ourselves in our quiet humble way, and they can cut their 
dasfa here for all they're worth. That's to be the note, 
Irring, my boy. If yon want to make friends of them, 
do, by all means. But don't follow Tottie's example, and 
try to bring ns together, for it won't work." 

" Itll be jolly awkward," grumbled Douglas. " How 
can yoD help meeting them sometimes? If you come here 
when this chap happens to be here, what are you gt^g 
to do? Are you going to be rade to him? " 

"Oh, dear, no; that isn't my way. I'm one of the 
politest fellows that ever lived. When I do meet him I 
shall be quite affable, though possibly with a shade of 



" Bnt I suppose you'll cut him when you meet him again, 
if it's out of doors." 

" I shan't do that either. You don't know me, Irving. 
Thaf 8 what I complain of. It would be making too much 
of him, for one thing. I shall nod affably. If 1 happen 
to be in a particularly affusive mood, as I sometimes am, 
I shall even remark that it's a fine day — always supposing 
that it really is fine. I shouldn't tell a lie even for the 
sake of young Mr. Brown." 

" Well Compton was pretty rude to him tbe other day." 

" Ah, that's different Jim Compton bates a fellow with 
a fair moustache. Besides, he's a disagreeable fellow him- 

D,a,l,zc.bvG00g'Ie 



156 THE OLD OBDER CHANGETH 

self; he's made himself devilish disagreeable to roe lately. 
If he doesn't look out I shall leave off goisg to church." 

"Well, I suppose if 70a have made up your mind not 
to make friends with these people, you're a right not to. 
I'm hanged if I think Compton has. They've done him no 
harm — yon either, for that matter — and the parson of a 
place oog^t to be on good terms with his parishioners." 

** I'm inclined to agree with you, Irving. If Jim makes 
himself unpleasant to them, yon let me know. Ill talk 
to him. Ah, here yon are, all of yon. Come along or we 
shall lose the daylight" 

Alfred had Mackeneie summoned to his presence im- 
mediately after breakfast the next morning. Mackensie 
arrived in his most aggressive mood. He had received a 
letter that morning from Berkeley Square with further 
instructions as to sending flowers and fruit " Mrs. 
Armitage Brown wishes," it bad begun, and be had taken 
it to have been written by that lady herself. He conld 
hardly have expected that it should contain a reference to 
his own complaint The fact of its being written at all 
seemed to show that she bad " knuckled nnder." Very Ukely 
she had written to Mr. Alfred witb instructions that so valu- 
able a servant must have bis own way, which did not in the 
least soften him to either of them, as such characters as 
his can only use a concession to demand more. Perhaps 
the young gentleman had sent for him in order to climb 
down. If so, be would not make it easy for him. He 
would use the opportunity to posh his advantage, and 
" show who was master." 

" Good-morning, MackeuEie," said Alfred cheerfully. 
" I've been employing myself the last few days in making 
a plan for the carpet garden. I've sent for you to show 
it to you, and see how we can best set about it" 

The plan was spread out on the table. Mackcnsie 
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liardly deigned to glance at it. " The plan for the carpet 
garden ia already prepared," he said. " It'll be what it's 
always been for the spring planting. I shoold bare set 
it in hand last month, if I hadn't been three men short. 
I shall begin planting this week." 

Alfred took his stand in front of the fire. " I don't 
think yon quite understand me," he said. " There's not 
going to be any more carpet garden. It's going to be 
done away with. The space is to be planted afresh, 
chiefly with yews, according to a plan I've prepared." 

" Do away with the carpet garden ! " exclaimed Mac- 
kenzie. "Why, it's been a thing people have come miles 
to see, and I've got priie after prise for it There's not 
a finer one to be seen in the whole of England." 

" Well, yon see, it won't amnse ns particalarly to see 
yon getting prizes; you can get them for something else. 
Anyhow, the carpet garden is going. That has been de- 
cided on, and " 

"And may I ask, sir, who has decided on it? Am I 
to take my orders from yon, or from Mrs. Brown? I 
just ask, because I want to know exactly where I stand. 
If I'm to do my work here to satisfaction, I'm not going 
to be interfered with at evay turn, and 111 say so at 
once to save further trouble. I felt it my du^ to make 
a complaint of the way you interfered with me the other 
day, and I've had a letter this morning from Mrs. Brown 
giving me instructions to go on as I've been accustomed 
to. I know well wbafs expected of me, and " 

" Wait a minute," said Alfred. " What did yon say you 
had heard from Mrs. Brown?" 

" I had my instructions, following on the letter I wrote, 
making complaint of yon interfering with me in a way 
I won't be interfered with if I'm to stay here and give 
satisfaction. I'm not going to serve two masters, and that 
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I tell yon strsight, yoong gentleman. I nuke no doubt 
that Mrs. Brown ondentands me very well, or sbe wooldn't 
have written as she did. I dare say, if the truth were 
known, yon've had a letter from her yourself." 

" Have you seen Captain Fuller this morning? " asked 
Alfred. 

Mackeniie, who had worked himself into a cold ugly 
passion, was arrested by sometbing in his tone. 

Alfred took a letter from the mantelpiece. " I did hear 
from my mother this morning," he said. " I wrote to her 
about this plan I've been making. She doesn't mention 
you till the end of the letter. Perhaps yon would like 
to sec what she bajs" > 

He banded him the sheet. Mackeniie took it and read 
it. It deprived him of all speech. He could only look 
op from it and roll his eyes, and look hack again. 

" It's time we understood one another," said Alfred. 
" Yon've miscalculated the situation altogether, yon see. 
I'm not inclined to stand too much on my dignity, but 
really, you know, it was a precious piece of impertinence 
your writiDg to complain of me to Mrs. Brown. Yon see 
what ihe thinks of it; and I don't see how you can have 
expected her to treat your complaint in any other way." 

Mackensie had somewhat recovered himself. His ag- 
gressiveness had disappeared. It was of the sort that 
floorishcs vigorously until it is met by its like and then 
wilts away. " I never expected to be dismissed for trying 
to do my duty," he said. " I think you might have given 
me credit for that, sir. I don't believe there's a bead- 
gardener in the country who has kept up the show that I 
have here." 

" I've had nothing to do with your getting tamed off 
— so far," said Alfred. " I told my mother that I thought 
yoa'd do very well, if yoo conld bring yonrself to take 
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orders, instewl of expecting to gire tbem. At least, I 
didn't pnt it qnite like that, bot that's what it comes to. 
What she has written to Captain Fnller Is the result of 
your own letter, which T warned yoa against writing, if 
yon remember. The qnestion is, are yoar prepared to take 
orders ? " 

Mackensie saw a gleam of light There was no donbt 
about his prospective dismissal. -He had read the con- 
temptnons reply to his ill-advised complaint with his own 
eyes, and had seen at the same time that it was in a 
different hand from that of the letter he had received 
himself. The lady had not been bo much impressed by 
him as he had ima^ned. She had not, in fact, been im* 
pressed at all. No member of the " high nobility " could 
have kicked him for his impertinence with a loftier stroke. 
Bnt perhaps this young man, who had, after all, turned 
out to be master, might be worked upon to avert the stroke. 
He seemed to have a touch of softness. Mackensie was 
qnite ready, immediately, to take his orders. He bad the 
hectorer'a complementary qnaJity of servility. It he could 
not be master himself, he would truckle to a master. It 
was only necessary that mastery should exist somewhere^ 
instead of give and talce, which he could not understand. 

"The question is," said Alfred, "are you prepared to 
take orders ? " 

" I'm sure, sir, I've always done my best to g^ve satis- 
faction. I can only say " 

" 2 don't think you have done your best to give satis- 
faction. Yon certainly haven't given it in the way you've 
spoken to me. Look here, Mackensie, it's no good holding 
out; you've got yourself into a mess. If you go out of 
this room now, yonll get your dismissal directly Captain 
Fuller comes up, and youll richly deserve it. Yon under- 
stand that, don't joai " 
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"Well, sir, I dare say I've been a bit too free, and I'm 
sure I'm sorry for it. I've always been accustomed to 
hare my own way witliin limits, and they've been nnder- 
Btood by those I've served, and " 

Alfred made a movement of impatience. " Oh, if you're 
going on in that way," he said, " I'll have nothing more 
to do with it Yon can go, and be hanged to yon. There 
are doeens of men can be got to fill your place." 

Msckensie finally touched earth. " If you'll get me liept 
on, sir," he said, " 111 do everything I'm told, and youll 
never have reason to complain of me again." 

" Very well," said Alfred. " On those conditions I'll get 
you another chance — one more chance, mind, and only one. 
This garden is going to be run for the benefit of the 
people who own it, and as far as I shall have any concern 
with it, I'm not going to be bothered by having to fij^t 
you at every turn. Now I'm going to turn that beastly 
carpet garden that you're so proud of inside out. It's 
going to be set in hand now, and Captain Irving is going 
to look after the planting of it. He's due np here now, 
and we'd better go oat and talk it over on the spot." 

" Am I to take orders from Captain Irving, sir, when 
you're not here? " 

" Yes, yon are, unless you'd prefer to take the one yoall 
get fwHU Captain Fnller." 

It was a bitter piU, but Mackenxie swaUowed it " Very 
good, sir," he said. 
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CHAPTER Xm 

THE VOICE OP EENCOTE 

The tea CDcampmeat was set in tbe sbadc of the great 
cedar on the lawn at Eencote. It was still early in May, 
bnt a borst of continued nmshine had seemed so to insist 
tbat summer had already arrived, that tbe fact bad been 
toDaporarily accepted. A mg bad been spread under the 
Squire's chair, as a sop to his fears of rheumatism, but 
the ground was as dry and bard as if tbe month were 
Angnst, and tbe grass was beginning to look parched. Un- 
grateful mortals were already crying out tor rain, but, until 
it should come, the boon of spring sunshine, hot days, and 
delicious cool evenings were theirs to enjoy in their non- 
agricultural moods. 

The great stucco-covered bouse dosed in tbe afternoon 
snn; tbe trees in the park cast their shadows across the 
grass, and tbe herd of Aldemeys stood in their shelter, 
latdly flicking the flies from their creamy flanks; bees 
hummed abont the spring flowers that seemed to shcnr an 
air of surprise at finding themselves overtaken by high 
summer. There was a large peace in tbe garden at Kencote, 
which seemed to have settled upon the group under the 
cedar, for none of them looked as If they had a care in 
the world, or had anything to do bat enjoy themselves In 
tbe sunisfaine. 

Nor, for tbe moment, had tbey; bnt there was not one 
of tbem tbat would not have represented himself or herself 
as leading busy and useful lives. 

They were a family group. There were the Squire, who 
had a large landed estate to look after, and bis eldest son 
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Dick, who actually looked after it Mrs. CllDton had her 
household, her villagers, and an increasing nnmber of 
graDdcbildren to interest her. Vii^nia, Dick's charming 
and very faintly American wife, had no children, but she 
had Dick for s career, and wanted no other. Cicely 
Graham, the Squire's eldest daughter, who lived at Mount- 
field, four miles away, bad a family of four, in the nunery- 
govemess stage. She was very pretty and yoong-looking, 
bat matronly in ber ways and in her thoughts. There was 
not 80 mnch money at Mount^ld as there was at Kencote, 
and she had to " manage." So bad Jim, her husband, who 
owned a house rather too big for his means, and both of 
them managed very well. Joan, a much younger daughter, 
was Countess of Inveiell, which gave her enough to do 
in itself. She was a bright lovely creature, treated still as 
a child in her old home, in spite of the bundle of lace 
and cambric belonging to her that slumbered peacefully in 
the shade of another tree a little way off. And finally, 
Frank, the youngest son, but some years older than Joan, 
had returned only that morning from the other end of the 
world, in whose waters his ship had been stationed for 
the past three years. It was to welcome him home that 
the tittle party was gathered together — all of his brothers 
and sisters who were within reach. 

There were three more of them: Humphrey, a widower 
with Qo children, who bad been in Australia for the last 
four years sheep-farming; Walter, a fast-rising physician 
in Harley Street, who had married Jim Graham's sister, 
and had six children; and Nancy, Joan's twin sister, the 
wife of Colonel Spence, with two bundles of lace and 
cambric similar to Joan's one. There were thirteen grand- 
children in all, in whom ran the ancient vigorous Clinton 
blood. They were the source of great pride to the Squire, 
whose one cause of complaint against their parents was 
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that be had never seen them all collected together at one 
time beneath tbe roof of Kencote. 

It bU seemed a little strange to Frank, bnt most delight- 
tvWy familiar as veil — the leisnred gathering nnder the 
cedar, the peace, the spacionsuesa, the complete absence 
of stmggle or anticipation. He was thirty-one, already 
making his mark in his profession, and as keen as possible 
on its varied activities. Bnt he felt like a boy again, 
coming back from school, or from the Britatutia, full of 
pleasure at being at home once more, where there was never 
any change, and no change was ever wanted. Changes 
there bad been, later, with all of tbem growing older, and 
now all bnt himself married; bat not in the basic life of 
Kencote, which went on as It had always gone on. Every 
time he had come home, after his periods of absence, be 
had thonght at first that the changes mnst make a differ- 
ence; bnt he had very qnickly adjusted himself to them. 
He was in the process of adjustment now. His father 
looked a good deal older than when he bad last seen bim. 
He bad Ured sncb an active life, and bad lived it for so 
many of hia years in tbe same place and in tbe same 
inj, that he seemed to have stood still in age. Bnt age 
had marked him now. H« was an old man. And yet, 
while he looked for the signs of it, Frank was already 
losing the impression. There was so much that was familiar 
in bis tones, and in the turns of his mind, as they exhibited 
themaelves in his talk. His mother was older, too, but not 
yet, as it seemed to him, an old woman, though she was 
nearing seventy. The adjustments to be made in her case 
were small. Neither did Virginia or Cicely seem mnch 
older, nor Jim Graham, with bis slow solid ways and speech. 
Bnt Dick did. He bad been smart and slim and soldierly 
up to the age of nearly forty. He was smart and soldierly 
now, with bis well-knit frame, upright carriage, and ex' 
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pensive incotiapiciioiis dotbes. But he was slim no longer. 
He had become macb more like bia f&ther; the Goarduaan 
was becoming merged in the countrj gentleman. He had 
seemed to have the perpetual gift of yonth; now be was 
middle-aged. 

But it was towards Joan that Frank's eyes most fre- 
quently turned, and when he looked at her he usually 
ended by smiling and sometimes by suddenly laughing. 
This was when he caught her eye, and she would laugh 
with bim, having divined in what respect the change in 
her amused him, and being somewhat amused by it herself. 

In appearance she had scarcely altered since he had last 
seen her. She still looked a young girl — she was not 
quite twenty-three — though there was that subtle change 
in her that comes of wifehood and motherhood. She was 
beantifal and happy, as she had always been. It was 
what she now represented that struck Frank as so irre- 
sistibly comic. She and Nancy had been small children 
when he had first gone to sea. On his saceeBsive home- 
comings, they had been first bigger children, then mis- 
chievous school-^rls, then grown up, but still micfaievous, 
and liable to stem rebuke if they outstepped the large but 
well-defined limits of feminine liberty as it was understood 
at Eencote. So he had left them last. And now Joan was 
a great lady, at home in the moat exalted circles, her com- 
ings and goings of importance enough to be chronicled in 
responsible newspapers, and the mother of the extremely 
important bundle of lace and cambric already referred to. 
It wanted getting used to — more than the new aspect of his 
father as an old man, and his brother as a middle-aged 
one, especially as she was to be seen now in her old familiar 
surroundings, and not in her new glories. 

The changes were greater this time than they had been 
on former homecomings, bat already the level easy cbange- 
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less life of Kencote was obliterating the sense of them. 
And yet they pointed, as they had never done before, to 
mnch greater change. That could not now be expected 
to tarry for many years longer. The Sqnire was seventy- 
two, still strong and hearty when he was perfectly well, and 
as a mle he was perfectly well. But at seventy-two a man 
has passed the allotted span of human life. So mnch that 
Kencote meant to Frank, who bad spent bis happy child- 
hood and his happy holidays in it, depended upon him. 
When he died there would perhaps be less change than 
is usual npon the death of a rich man. Dick would step 
into his place at the great house, and Mrs. Clinton, if she 
survived her husband, would go to the Dower House, where 
Dick and Virginia lived now. That would be all, on the 
outside, except that Frank would exchange his handsome 
allowance for his younger son's portion, and be thence- 
forward "on his own." But it was just there that the 
great change would be felt Dick was conservative enough 
in all his ways, and Virginia would originate, little apart 
from him, but they would not live at Kencote in exactly the 
same way as the Sqnire had lived. And if they did, still 
the house would not be Frank's home in the same way as 
it h«d been before, welcome as he would always be in it. 
It ^was the sense of shelter, of fatherhood, that would be 
lacking. Frank bad never been in the least intimate with 
his father, and his home thoughts, during his long absences, 
had centred around htm less than any member of his family, 
and far less than around his mother. But the fatherhood 
was there, with all that it meant In the long-established 
home of wbich the Squire was the head. Frank bad had 
a slight pang i^>on seeing him much aged. It was the 
shadow of the end, not very long to be delayed. 

There was one slight change in tbe atmosphere — bat 
perhaps it was only temporary — that struck Frank as they 
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s&t and talked round the tea-table. Tboagji remote, in its 
qniet comer of the conntrj, Eencote had always taken 
to itself the air of being closely connected with all that 
was going on In the great world — not the great world of 
politics, except in so far as politics were connected wHh 
names, or of thought, which was not one of Eencote's ob- 
sessions, bnt of social activity. For the greater part of 
his life the Squire had stock to his acres as closely as any 
country gentleman of the seventeenth or eighteenth cen- 
turies. But his wide relationships and the connections 
of hia rich youth had brought him a sense of personal 
contact with much that was going on in the world from 
which he had largely cut himself off, and be liked to 
discuss it all and feel that he was still- part of it. And 
Dick had been very much part of it during his nearly 
twenty years of soldiering; so had Humphrey, who had 
been in the Foreign Office before he had acquired his 
Antipodean Interests. They had brought home all tbe 
news, and from the conversation that had gone on, chiefly 
amongst the men, you might have thought that Eencote 
was one of those great country bouses which only their 
Immediate surroimduigs and their distance from London 
differentiate from a house in Mayfair. 

But Humphrey was on the otber side of the world and 
Dick was becoming bucolic. The talk now was of local 
interests, and although those interests were connected with 
the world outside the county of Meadsbire, they were not 
discussed except from the local point of view. 

The downfall of Eemsale was an old story. Everything 
had been said about it, and said many times over, that 
concerned Meadshire's follies and wickedness. He was 
wiped out now; it wouldn't much matter what be did in 
the future, except as it a^ected dear Grace, who had stuck 
devotedly to him. And Eemsale had been wiped out with 
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him, as the chief seat of ariatocratic importance in the 
county. From that point of view it had disappeared as 
completely as if it had been bnmt to the ground. That 
it had not been bomt to the gronnd, bnt still existed to 
the ootvard eye what it had always been, only made of it 
a large Gonntry bonse like any other, with no character 
except what its new owners should give it. 

Frank would have welcomed more information as to its 
downfall, which was a sontewhat startUng fact to one who 
had been brooght up to the Kencote view of Kemsale. But 
be generally listened to the talk around him when he first 
came home without taking much part in it, except to ask 
an occasional question. He was listening to It now, and 
forming his own impressions. 

The question was of the Armitage Browns, now settled, 
at least for a Whitsuntide visit, at Eemsale. In what man- 
ner were they to be recognised, and when^ 

" I think that the fellow ought to have his chance," said 
the Squire. "There are all sorts of stories going about 
as to what he's going to do, but nothing is known for 
certain yet, and if people like ourselves show him that 
we're quite ready to be friendly, if he behaves himself, it 
may keep him from making mistakes that will set the whole 
place against him." 

" Kemsale won't have anything to do with them," said 
Dick. Kemsale, it will be remembered, was the name by 
which Lord Meadshire was best known to his relations. 

"Oh, Kemsale!" said the Sqaire. "I've no patience 
with Kemsale. He's thrown away everything, and now 
he wants to beg^ to mle the roost. He's never been any 
good to anybody. He hasn't even hunted, or shot, for 
years. Hell find that nohody cares a bit what he says 
or does. Besides, he's sold the place to these people, and 
got their money. It isn't fair to go and plant himself 
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down on their doorstep and lay himself ont to annoy them. 
That's what he's doing, as far as I can make ont, and I 
say it isn't playing the game." 

" I think you're right," said Dick. 

"There's that dosen acres or so carved ont of the very 
middle of the property," said Jim Graham. " That's a 
serious matter for a landowner." 

" I don't suppose it would worry a man like that," said 
the Sqnire. " He wouldn't understand it" 

" It might worry him rather if the people who lived there 
made up their minds to be disagreeable to bim," said Joan. 

Frank looked at her, and laughed with considerable 
enjoyment. 

Joan laughed too. " Oh, I join in the conversation occa- 
sionally now," she said. " You must get used to hearing 
me air my views." 

The Squirt remaioed grave. Joan's incursions into 
conversations were permitted, as comiDg from the Countess 
of Inverell, but not considered of intrinsic importance. 
" You have met these people, Dick," he said. " What are 
they like? " 

The question had been asked and answered a dozen 
times. It was the way at Kencote. Virginia answered it 
this time. " They are on the whole what yon would call 
in this delif^tful country ' all right,' " she said. " In fact, 
Mr. Armitage Brown has the appearance of an American 
millionaire — soine of the manners, too — which endears him 
to me. 1 shall call on them at once, and bathe myself once 
more in a sea of dollars. It will be like home." 

"Are they — are they — wa/jar with their m<aiey?" in- 
quired the Sqnire, who adored Virginia, but was far too 
British in his prejudices to extend bis approval to her 
countrymen at large. The American aristocratic invasion 
had risen to prominence after he had retired to the sedn- 
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BioD of Kencote. He may have had speech with hslf a 
dosen Americans in his life, probably with less. But he 
thought he knew them as a nation through and through, 
and in his eyes they suffered from the serious taint of 
resembling the English lower middle-class in many of their 
ways and ideas. He was polite to such people, but did not 
treat tbem as on an equality. Virginia was everything that 
she should be, of course, but then she had adapted herself; 
one would hardly have taken her to be an American at alL 
He had once told her so, and she had been so angry with 
him that he had almost noticed it. Sometimes she pre- 
tended to be more American than she really was, after so 
many years of English life. She seemed to be in that 
mood now, and it was in implied disapproval of her atti- 
tude that he asked ; " Are they — are they — vulgar with their 
mouey ? " 

" They spend It," said Virginia. " Mrs. Brown's clothes 
made me want to go and buy a shopful. And her luncheons 
and dinners at Cap Martin were too expensively perfect for 
words. She must pay her chef a fortune." 

" She's dull enough," said Dick. " Hardly a word to 
say for herself. But they do you well. I will say that for 
them," 

The Sqaire privately thought that this ma* rather vulgar, 
or at least ostentatious. " People like that " had no right 
to pay their chef* a fortune. Or If there was not much 
objection to their doing It In foreign parts, they would 
find that that sort of thing wouldn't go down in the Eng- 
lish country. " They won't get on here by aping extrava- 
gant French ways," he said. 

" Do they want to cut a dash ? " asked Joan. 

" If ao, you might give them a leg np," said Frank, with 
a grin. 

" Oh, I could if I liked/' she said. 
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"la the roan a sportsman at all?" asked the Squire. 
" I gappose not, if he's spent all his life gmbbing after 
money." 

The Sqoire bad a deep respect for money, bnt preferred 
that it shonld come of itself rather than be made. At 
die same time, if enough had been made to pnt its maker 
into the position of owning a place like Eemsale, its source 
might be forgiven, other things being eqnaL 

" I donbt it," said Dick. " Bnt he's not going to let 
the shooting again to Irving." 

" Jim met Mr. Brown's son when he shot with Captain 
Irving at Kenuale," said Cicely. 

" And what's he like? " asked the Sqnire. " Yon never 
told ns that, Jim." 

Jim Graham paused for a mcHnent, as be always did be- 
fore he replied to a question. " He seemed all ri^t," he 
said. 

" What a thoroughly British answer," said Virginia. 
" Bnt I know exactly what it means. He wore the right 
sort of clothes, and didn't tronble to make himself agree- 
able." 

Jim smiled his slow smile. " I didn't notice Iiis clothes," 
he said. " Bnt be did make himself rather agreeable. He 
enjoyed himself. Irving and bis friends liked him." 

" Then he must be ' all right/ as yon say," said Vir- 
^nia. " They could never like anybody who only made 
himself agreeable and enjoyed himself." 

" How did he shoot? " asked Dick. 

" He didn't shoot He said he never had, but Irving 
was going to put him in the way of it. He seemed rather 
keen. I think he's an artist, or something of that sort. 
He said something abont the tronks of the trees being a 
jolly sort of grey as we were going through Beeching 
Wood." 
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Evei; one lauded at this, even the Squire, who said 
that tree tmnks were only grey on the north side. 

" I think he most be a nice young man," said Vir^nia. 
" Do yoa mean to say he wasn't ashamed of not being able 
to shoot? " 

" I don't think so," said Jim. " There's nothing to be 
ashamed of." 

" There's a daughter, too," said Virginia. " Quite 
bright and nice. I hardly spoke to her, but I liked the 
look of her very much." 

" She'll be a nice companion for you, Joan," said Frank. 

A slight diversion was caused here by the appearance 
of the Rector of Kencote, whom every one but the Squire 
rose to greet He was the Squire's half-brother, some years 
younger than he, but looking older. He was a big mild 
gentle creature, and everybody at Kencote loved him. His 
wife had died about a year before, and he still seemed lost 
without her. That was why everybody rose to greet him and 
to bring him into the circle. 

" James Compton has just been over to see me from 
Kemsale," he said, when they had all settled themselves 
again. 

"Oh, why didn't you bring him on here, Tom?" said 
the Squire. " He hasn't been near us for months. " 

" Well — er — ^he wanted to get back. He is leaving 
Kemsale." 

" Leaving Kemsale ! " This was news indeed. The In- 
quiries that followed elicited from the Rector, who gave 
the information with some reluctance, and left a good deal 
of it to be inferred, that Compton had taken the late hap- 
penings at Kemsale very serloasly. It had been the break- 
up of everything there, as far as he was concerned. He was 
not going to stay in a place dominated by a Londmi money- 
grubber who had risen from the gutter. 
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The old man brought himself to repeat these words. 
" I didn't tliink it was a nice way of putting it," he com- 
plained, " and I took the liberty of telling him so. He 
admitted that he had kept oat of the way of this Mr. 
Armitage Brown, and couldn't really tell me anything 
against him, except that he bad given all the tenants at 
Kemsale notice to qnit." 

" Well, that's a pretty strong step in itself," said the 
Squire. 

" It was only meant to be a formal notice," said Dick. 
" Fuller told me so." 

" He said he had always lived amongst gentlefolks," 
pnrsued the Rector. " He wooldn't be comfortable with 
these new people there." 

" Well, do yoo know, I think that's rather fine," said 
the Sqnire. " Compton sticks by the old order. So do 
we all, bnt I don't know that we should all be prepared 
to make sacrifices for it in that way. Kemsale is a good 
living, as these things go nowadays, and he's prepared to 
give it np for the sake of his principles. Yes, I call it 
rather fine." 

Nobody else seemed to think it was particularly fine, 
or if they did they didn't say so. " Is he going to take 
another living? " asked Dick. 

" I didn't gather ao. He sold something about baying a 
house in Northamptonshire." 

" Of course, he's well enough off not to have to work if 
he doesn't want to," said the Squire. He must have 
been at Kemsale ten or fifteen years now. He was quite 
a young fellow when he came there. He's done his 
work." ' 

" Been pretty well paid for !t, too," said Jim Graham, 
who disliked Compton thoroughly, otherwise he would 
hardly have brought criticism to bear npon such an old- 
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established institntion as the private patronage of the 
Church of England. 

" He's had what the living is worth, and nobodj has 
ever said he hasn't done his work," said the Squire, who 
saw nothing to criticise in a system by which in this instance 
a young man of five-and-twenty had been put into posses- 
sion, for life if he chose to remain there, of a large house, 
several acres of ground, and an incodte of between five and 
six hundred a year tar doing just as much work as he 
pleased. " Besides, the patronage of the living is his own 
now," he added. " He bought it from Kemsale. I wonder 
why he did that." 

" He only bought the next presentation, as I onderstaod," 
said the Rector. 

" Oh, well, I suppose it was just to put a little money 
into Kemsale's pocket. By the by, he'll have to find a new 



" He has done that already. He has been occupied, with 
it for the last few months. He made up his mind to go 
when Kemsale was sold, and has only waited till he could 
find somebody to take his place." 

" Well, he ought not to have mnch difficult about that. 
It's a place any parson might be pleased to take. Nice 
honse and a decent income for a man with something of his 
own, a small parish, and a fair all-round sporting country. 
I hope he has found the right sort of man." 

The Rector hesitated. " It is hardly the sort of choice 
I should have expected him to make," he swd. " It is a 
Mr. Sheard." 

This did not tell them much, though bis tone told them 
something. He was pressed for further information. 

" Well, be has been for some years a cnrate at Melbnry 
Park." 

" Melbnry Park! " exclaimed tbe Squire, and ever; one 
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went off into peals of langhter, in which he joined himaelf 
when he bad got over the first shock of sniprise. 

Melbarjr Park, an oyer-boilt snbarb of London, had been 
the scene of Walter's first exploits as a medical practi- 
tioner. The story has been told elsewhere of how strongly 
the Sqnire had objected, first of all to his being a doctor 
at all, and then to bis settling himself in a place so far 
removed in qnality if not in space from the world a Clintoo 
should inhabit It had even been a cause of disquiet to 
him that Walter's eldest son, who, in default of children 
of Dick's or Humphrey's, would some day socceed to Ken- 
cote, might have been bom in Melburj Paric But that 
disgrace had happily been averted; only daughters had 
been bom there, and they didn't matter. Walter had left 
the place two years before, and its ghost seemed finally 
to have been laid. And now here it was cropping up 
again. 

"Can any good thing come out of Melbnry PaA?" 
asked Virginia. 

" A curate, you say ? " said the Squire. " Well, young 
fellows who are in earnest do go and work in the slums 
nowadays. Still, it's odd that he should come from that 
particular place." 

" Mr. Sheard isn't young," said the Rector. " He is a 
married man with a large family. He took orders com- 
paratively late in life. He was, in fact, a — a sailor." 

"Oh, was he?" said Frank. "That's interesting." 

" He was not in the — er — Royal Navy," said the Rector. 
" The mate of a merchant vessel, I nnderstood James to say. 
But a good earnest man ; I asked particularly about that" 

There was a pause of consternation. " What on earth 
can have induced Compton to put in a man like that ! " 
exclaimed the Squire. " He must have gone out of his 
senses." 
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CHAPTER XrV 

SUNDAY "UORNING 

" The tint day in the neir home," ssid Alfred. " Father 
ought to be nailing up a picture almanac, with Kate and 
me holding the hammer and tacks, and mother smiling at 
OS over the teapot." 

It was the Sunday before Whitsuntide. They had met 
in the " summer breakfast-parlour " — the Brown family 
and Uncle James and Aunt Millie. The large room — there 
were no small rooms at Kemsale — faced on to s garden 
at the back of the bonse, and had access by French windows 
to a broad flagged walk that ran the length of the west 
wing. The fomons upholsterer had done well with this 
room, and the soaking heat, which had already set in at 
nine o'clock in the morning, was exactly what he had 
worked upon, though he could scarcely have expected that 
it would justify him so early in the year. The room was 
both bright and cool; brightness he had considered to be 
ti» one salient Victorian note never to be lost sight of, 
but in this case he had permitted himself to soften it by 
the judicious addition of more ancient touches in fnmitore 
and ornament. He bad wished to preserve the traditi<m of 
■ a morning " parlour," which the Victorians had carried on 
from an earlier date, and the only difficulty he had fore- 
seen was in the targe number of ground-floor rooms at 
Kemsale, which would prevent any one of them being used 
for more than a single purpose. 

He would have been pleased with Annt Millie's expression 

of appredation. " Really, this is a charming room," she 
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said. " Juat the place to spend a quiet and happy moming 
in." 

" Oh, mjr dear, you can't do that," said Alfred. " What's 
to become of the magenta morning-room and the puce 
boudoir? You've got to use them. You're allowed to have 
your breakfast here, and then you must go somewhere else." 

Mrs. Brown disliked this kind of chaff, but had no 
weapons with which to meet it. She sat stiff and stately 
behind the massive silver of her tea and coffee equipage, 
full of doubts and hesitations, of which she allowed no 
trace to appear. For the first time in a stage of her 
progress, she found herself at sea. She did not know how 
life ought to be lived in a house like this, so as to occupy 
it fully. Alfred's pleasantry was hardly a caricature of 
her own feeling as to what was due to the overpowering 
choice of rooms. Nor did ahe know how the great tribe 
of servants should be made use of ; her difficulties had even 
stretched to such points of detail as the question of powder 
and plush for the footmen. 

She bad advanced her knowledge during the irinter and 
spring tenancy of the house in Berkeley Square. Her 
progress had been almost triumphal there. She had given 
many dinners, and a musical party, at which performers 
of such eminence had appeared that invitations had been 
indirectly pressed for from the most gratifying quarters. 
The house in Berkeley Square had now been bought, and 
was undergoing the same reconstruction as had befallen 
Eemsale, which was the reason, or part of the reason, for 
this early move to the country. The capture of London 
was easy enough, with limitless wealth at command, and a 
willingness to use it to provide entertainment; and if the 
capture was not yet complete, the aff^r was all the more 
interesting on that account. It was the fight for recogni- 
tion and social eminence that gave the xest, jost as the 



:.bv Google 



SUNDAY MORNING 177 

£ght for money was more to her baBbsod than its poases- 
8ion. And the means had been adapted to the end. The 
large London house had presented no difficulties, nor the 
marshalling of its attendant hosts. The rooms of state had 
bad their appointed place, the privKte rooms bad not 
been too many even for a life that was seldom private. 

But here it was all different The rooms of state were 
bere too, but there were no people to furnish tbem, nor 
to employ the mobilised army. A houseful of guests! 
She shrank from it. Part of her success In London and 
on the Riviera had arisen from the fact that she hsd re- 
ceived her guests and lavished her gifts upon them with 
a sort of aloof pride. She bad mn after nobody, and 
become intimate with nobody. If bad been enou^ for her 
that the people bad been there, just as the elaborate food 
and the priceless wines, the gold and silver and glass, tbe 
rare flowers, tbe tribe of silken powdered servants, the 
famous musicians, had been there. Entertaining was her 
occupation, to which the entertained were essential; other- 
wise she would have preferred to do withont them. They 
came at the appointed hours, to the set piece, played their 
parts in the carefully organised scheme, and went away 
again, leaving ber to her cold triumph. It was all that 
she wanted of them. 

But what to do with a hoiueful of gnests all day 1<mg! 
It would be an intolerable burden. 

Tbe mistake, she was beginning to think, was in having 
bought a house of the sise of Kemsale. She was not at 
all withont her restful moments. A country house no big- 
ger than " The Towers " would have been a pleasant place 
to come to, as a relief from the arduous but exciting career 
to which she had committed herself. With Millie, or some 
of her own relations to keep her company, with the garden, 
the house in which she could take a pride, Katie and some 



:.bv Google 



178 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

of her friends, and Alfred aometiniea, to provide the yonth- 
fnl stir, time wonid have passed pleasantly, in a conntry 
honse of ordinary sise. The family side of life, in appre- 
datioD of which she was not deficient, voold have been 
represented there, and would have provided a welcome set- 
off to the pablic side, which could hkve been left for London 
and the French villa. Her small gift for genuine hospi- 
tali^ would have been satisfied by having with her as often 
as possible the mere handful of friends she possessed oat 
of the large and always-Increasing nomber of her ac- 
quaintances, and in giving Katie's friends, and Alfred's, if 
be liked to bring them, all facilities for amosing themselves. 
A " boDse-party " drawn from other sources would simply 
spoil her holiday. She would never be at ease with her 
guests, even if she were successful in providing them with 
something to do. Her own very rare visits to country 
houses had shown her, always on the look-out for such 
lessoni, that the " note " of Ufe in them was intimacy. 
Ordinary family life ml^it be decked out to some extent, 
expanded to arranged pleasures, for the sake of goests, hnt 
in essence the pleasure to be derived was from sharing 
ordinary pursuits with congenial people. If a woman — 
men, with their sports, were different — but if a woman 
could not find her enjoyment in that, she would gain little 
pleasure front country-house visiting; and indeed Mrs. 
Brown bad gained no pleasure from her small experience ' 
of it. The people she met were not her people, and she 
could not make herself at home with them. In spite of her 
social developments she remuned as to her private tastes 
exactly what she had been before her rise to fortone. She 
warmed only to those of the class from which she had 
sprang; towards the others sbe most always be playing a 
part. This was why she had gone near to making a friend 
of Mrs. Fnllerj whose assumptions of superior birth, even 
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if she had allowed them to deceive her, had not destroyed 
the sense of their being of the same day. 

She had allowed that vision of the coontry house as a 
place of rest and retreat to play about Eemsale, and she 
knew that her hnsband regarded the place chiefly in that 
light He would want to live his own life in it, according 
as he might adjust it to new pursuits, and would not 
permit her to use it in the main as a great palace of ^ter- 
tainment. And if she conM have been satisfied to allow 
its decorated vastness to lie idle, she would have been as 
•imply content at the present moment, with all those whom 
she loved best around her, as she had ever been in her 
life. But the tmpty saloons, the long succession of fur- 
nished rooms, the host of servants, oppressed her. She 
could " settle to nothing." 

As for the rest, they were each in thdr own way pleas- 
antly excited by the new beginnings. Armitage Brown 
regarded the large estate, which had supported the dignity 
and circumstances of a great family for bo many genera- 
tions, as a toy to play with — one of the first he had per- 
mitted himself. He wanted nothing from it bat a new 
interest It had been bon^t and paid for, and " written 
off." Its purchase had satisfactorily accounted for some 
of his superfluous thousands, which he would miss no mcoe 
than he bad missed the purchase price of his first semi- 
detached villa, or, later, of "The Towers." He would 
make it pay, not becanse he wanted its returns, bat because 
his amusement in it would be enhanced by doing so. The 
stakes, though not essential, were high enough; and he 
would be dealing with actnalitieB, where previonsly he had 
dealt only with the paper that represented them. He was 
eager to get to work, with Fuller, over the schemes be 
had foreshadowed; and in the meantime he felt arising in 
him a faint pleasure in the details of his ownership that 
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was a new experience to him. He had already inspected 
Alfred's formal garden, now finished, except for the mattv- 
ing hand of time. He had been interested. He did not 
suppose he would ever " take to gardening," but a vision 
had crossed his mind of large " improvements " of the same 
sort. There was something to base them on now. Eemsale 
was bis in a way that " The Towers " bad never been. 
" Improvements," there, had been dictated either by the 
desire of the moment or by the prospect of ultimate return. 
" The Towers " had been his as long as he had chosen 
to live in it. Then it had been sold without a qualm. 
Kemaale was his in perpetuity, his for raocb longer than 
his own life should endure. It was part of him, endued 
him with something that he bad not bad before, something 
that coDUted in his character and in bis presentation of 
himself to the world. It was carioos that Alfred's garden 
should have brought this home to him, but it was so, and 
not entirely because it was Alfred's wlu> would succeed 
him; although that pleased him too, because Alfred for the 
first time had done something that showed a tendency In 
him to anchor himself. 

Alfred had saddenly left Kemsale when the work in the 
formal garden had been satisfactorily inangnrated under 
Douglas Irring's directions. He had grown tired of it, as 
he had generally grown tired of a place in which he had 
lived for a month. But after a winter and spring spent 
chiefly abroad, he had returned with some eagerness. 
Kemsale bad taken hold of him, and on that Sunday mom- 
'"St getting up at five o'clock and wandering all over the 
gardens and np into the beechwoods at the back of tiie 
boDse, he bad thought he had never been so pleased to find 
himself anywhere. 

Katie — bright little simple soul that she was — rejoiced 
in her two " own " rooms and the lovely prospect from 
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tbem, in the qniet of the cooiitrj after London, in the 
holiday feeling of her father and Uncle Jamea being in 
the house and not having to leave it immediately after 
breakfast, and in fact in everything that marked the fresh- 
ness and newness of the change. She had made many 
plans for life at Eenuale, baaed chiefly npon what she had 
read of country-house life in novels; for ahe had had no 
experience of it on her own account She was to make 
friends with all the comfortable fanners' wives and their 
families, and " visit " all the cottagers, making friends with 
them too. She was to be made free of the village school, 
and help to decorate the church in festal seasons. She was 
to find girls of her own age and tastes in the bouses around, 
and especially In the varions rectories and vicarages; and 
when she should have made herself at home with them all 
they were to have splendid times together in the great new 
house, which would afford such opportunities for games 
and dancing and all sorts of merriment. She would ask 
her old friends there too. It would be no burden to her to 
look after a party as big aa the house could hold, and for 
as long as she could keep it together. The only shadow in 
,her future was cost by her mother's great formal parties, 
which, if they were to be anything like the parties at Cap 
Martin or in Berkeley Square, would consist of scores of 
people whom she did not care for, and who, judging by the 
way they ignored her, did not care for her. The thought 
of a honse-par^ of that sort oppressed her as much as it 
did her mother. But in the meantime here they were oU 
together, with dear Uncle James and Aunt Millie added, 
and nothing to do but enjoy themselves in the lovely 
weather and the lovely new place. 

Armitage Brown sat at the breakfast-table in a black 
morning coat, and would presently endue himself with a 
tall bat to go to church In. He always went to church on 
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Stmday morning, and this tab the costome that he had 
been accnatomed to go in. His wife was very elaborately 
dressed, for the same pnrpose. 

" By the by," he said, " is there a pew that goes with 
the boose? I didn't aak Fuller." 

Alfred was reminded of events that he had almost for- 
gotten. " I'm afraid you'll have a little trouble there," 
he said. " There is a pew, in the chancel, and as far as 
I could make ont from Fuller, it does go with the honae; 
you've got a legal right to it; at least he thinks so, and 
Mrs. Fuller is sure of it, though bow she knows I can't 
say. But Lord Meadshire intends to make a fight for It, 
apparently. He gets there early and occupies It, and 
unless you want to turn him out by violence, yon will have 
to sit elsewhere." 

Everybody looked at the head of the house, most of them 
with some consternation. Meadshire's hostility hod not yet 
become known to them, and this example of it was discon- 
certing. What would be done? 

Armitage Brown's face was dark. If there was a legal 
right, it was in his character to fight for it to the bitter 
end. Unless Meadshire was prepared to pay heavily for 
an empty privilege, he bad been ill-advised to invite litiga- 
tion that would be taken up to the highest court if it was 
entered upon at all. 

" We had better find another seat for the present," said 
Annitage Brown shortly. 

Mrs. Brown was loath to give up any seat of honour. 
" For the present, yes," she said. " But if it really belongs 
to us, Lord Meadshire ought not to be allowed to take 
possession of it." 

Armitage Brown was still frowning. Now he raised his 
eyes. " I'm not going to enter into a struggle about a veat 
in the House of God," he said, 
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It was the ingrained Poritaninn in wbich he had been 
bron^t up coming out in him. HIg religioa, erer since 
hig youth, had began and ended with his Sunday morning 
attendance at choich; no one in the room had ever heard 
him mention it But, apparently, it was strong enough as 
a sentiment to prevent his stirring to claim his jost rights. 

" That's the way to take it," said Uncle James, who had 
relinquished regular church-going years ago in fsTonr of 
golf. " If he sees you don't care, he'll be ashamed of him- 
self. At least he oa^t to be. I should." 

Meadshire did look rather uncomfortable, althoo^ he 
carried it ofF with an air of being much at his ease, when 
the Brown family took the places to which Fuller ctm- 
dncted them in the front pew of the nave. He was accom- 
panied by two elderly ladies and a young one. Grace was 
not there. He stared at all our friends in tarn, but re- 
moved his eyes when he met those of Armitage Brown, 
which were slightly narrowed. It was the first time that 
he had seen the man from whom he had bought Eemsale. 

There was some stir in the church when there entered, 
instead of Compton, a short sturdy bearded man in surplice 
and stole, bnt with no academic hood, who, at the ap- 
pointed time in the service, read himself in as the new 
Rector of Kemsale. Tho nimoar had got aboot that Comp- 
ton was going to leave, bnt nobody had known, ontil a few 
days before, that he had long since made his arrangements 
to do so, and had already appointed his suctxssor. Fuller 
had whispered the news to Alfred as they had entered the 
church: " The new Rector reads himself in to-day — man of 
the name of Sbeard." That was all the information that 
anybody had, and the whisperings and bnsslngs that spread 
over the church marked the degree of snrprise that was- 
felt*at the sudden occurrence. 

Meadshire seemed more snrprised than anybody. He 
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tagged &t his moustache, frowned and stared at the new- 
comer, looked all about him for enlightenment, and ap- 
parently found none. It would have seemed that in vacat- 
ing his living and appointing as his successor a man as 
unlike what the Rector of Eemsale had always been as it 
was possible to find, and keeping it all secret till the last 
moment, Compton had meant to mark his contemptuous for- 
saking of a place that was no longer fit for him, and to 
do it in such a way that his cousin, who hod brought about 
the catastrophe, should feel his displeasure. Had that idea 
been at the root of his curious behaviour? Nobody ever 
knew. He had advertised for an incumbent for a country 
living. Mr. Sheard had answered the advertisement, had 
seen his patron, and been informed later that his applica- 
tion was accepted. Compton had already left the rectory, 
and was not seen at Eemsale again. 

Bat it's an ill wind that blows nobody good. Here was 
a man of small education, but a strong inclination towards 
the ways of the Cfaorcb, who had arrived after many years 
and great difficulties at his goal, but could hardly have ex- 
pected to have come in for one of the " pluma " of his 
new profession, as he had now so surprisingly done. The 
house and glebe, the five or six hundred a year of income, 
might have been only something in the way of a rich 
" extra " to a man of Compton's resources ; to this man 
they meant everything he could desire in life, for himself 
and his family. It is to be hoped that in presenting Mr. 
Sheard to the living of Eemsale, its patron had not been 
unmoved by the consideration that he was bestowing his 
fftvonr where it would bring the greatest benefit. 

The service was read slowly and quietly, in a voice not 
without the snspicion of a " burr." The sermon was short, 
and what In Armitage Brown's youthful days he had been 
accQstomed to hear spoken of as " earnest." He listened 
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to it with appredstion, though he waa, in fact, in a state 
of some bewilderment about the whole affair. He was not 
qaite satisfied that the advent of this new Rector on the 
first Sunday that he himself had come to church at Eem- 
sale did not represent a move against him, of the same 
nature as Meadshire's occupation of the chancel pew. He 
was dimly aware of the fact of private patronage in the 
Church of England, and thought that if the patronage of 
Eemsale had been vested in the family of Meadahire, it 
was quite likely that he had bought it with all the rest. 
He meant to look into the matter later, but in the meantime 
he was inclined to like this honest, rather rough-looking 
man in the pulpit 

His mind was set at rest upon the subject of the patron- 
age by Fuller, who came to luncheon with his wife and 
daughter. " The presentation to the living is a separate 
affair," he said. " I think yon might have been consulted 
on the matter, as you'll be the chief man concerned; but 
Compton was a queer fellow. To tell yon the truth, I 
don't think youll find him much loss." 

" I don't suppose I shall," said Armitage Brown, who 
had heard something about Compton from Alfred. "And 
Mr. Sheard will suit me very well, as far as I've got any- 
thing to do with it. Has he moved in yet? Is he a family 
man? Oughtn't we to do something to show him that he's 
welcome? " 

Kind little Herbert brightened. " It would make things 
comfortable all round," he said. " It's a bit of a surprise 
to OS all, having a man like that pot in here, bat there's 
nothing against him, as far as I know, except that he's 
poor." 

" That's nothing against a clergyman," said the 
millionaire. 

" Oh, no. And I dare say there will be opportanities 
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of lending Mm a helping hand. Yes, I believe he has a 
considerable family. Thej all move in at the end of thia 
week. Compton's things are to be taken away to-morrow. 
Compton has already gone. Sheard is in the rectory to-day. 
I don't know whether he is going back to London, or 
whether hell stay on here." 

" What about this chancel pew? " asked Armitage Biown. 
" Is it mine or Lord Meadahire'sF " 

Fuller's face fell. This was an nnpleasant topic, and 
foreboded strife. " I believe it to be yonrs," he said, 
" though Lord Meadshire says it's his. The lawyers wiU 
know." 

" He can keep it," said Armitage Brown, " though I 
shall be obliged if yon will get a legal opinion on the point. 
And yon can tell his lordship, if yoa get an opportunity, 
that he needn't come to church early to take possession of 
it Yon can tell him, too " — he raised his voice here — " that 
if he wants to go to law with me, and will find a decent 
excuse, I shall be quite ready to oblige him. He can have 
bis bellyful of law, if that's the line he's going to take up." 

This conversation took place on the way from church. 
Over the luncheon-table Mrs. Fuller made the mistake of 
criticising the appearance and speech of the new Rector. 
" It has been the most extraordinary affair altogether," 
she said. " Mr. Compton was not a very amiable person, 
it's true, but he was a gentleman. What on earth con have 
Induced bim to put a man like this into the living beats me 
altogether. It looks very much as if he had wanted to 
score off ns all." 

Armitage Brown bent his brows upon her with a look 
of inquiry and dawning dislike. Then he said: "Alfred, 
yon and I will go down and see Mr. Sheard this afternoon; 
and I shall ask him to stay here, my dear, till he moves in, 
if it's any convenience to him." 
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Mrs. Fnller hastened to amend her error, if l^ any 
adroitaeaa she coold do so. " Nov I call that really kind, 
Mr. Brown," she said. " I was going to ask Herbert to 
do the same, bat of course Mr, Sheard would far rather 
come here than to our little place. I thonght he seemed a 
particularly nice man, from his sermon this morning. I 
only thought it odd that, being what he was, Mr. Comptou 
should not have chosen to put one of his own sort into so 
good a living as this. If yon had known him, that is what 
you would have expected of him," 

" We'll go round the place this afternoon, and see where 
those golf links are to be lud out," said Armitage Brown 
to his brother. 
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SUNDAY AFTERNOON 

It was a good mile from the bouse to the church, and 
Mrs. Brown hsd wanted to drive there and back. It was 
partly for this porpoae that horses and (vrriages had been 
added to the stad of motoi-cars. There were progresses 
that she wished to make in the more stately fashion, and 
her hoaband had had no objection to the acquirement of the 
necessary means. He had objected, however, to the taking 
ont of horses and carriages on Sunday. MotoiMiars were 
different; or so he said, and thought. So Mrs. Brown and 
Aunt Millie had motored to church, but walked bade, and 
it had been possible for Alfred to introduce his friends from 
Little Kenuale to his family, before their respective ways 
diverged. 

The Irvings would not come round by Kemsale, as they 
were invited to do, because of the heat for Woozle and 
Jimbo, but engaged themselves to come up in the afternoon 
and talk about the garden. The arrangement rather dis- 
pleased Mrs. Brown, who thought that Beatrix, at least, 
ought to have " called " before being made free of the 
bouse; but sbe hid her slight displeasure and Intimated a 
welcome. Alfred and Katie were always doing that sort 
of thing — making friends and throwing all proper cere- 
mony with them to the winds. But as they also took the 
burden of privately " entertaining " them off her shoulders, 
there were compensations. She intimated to Katie that that 
mnst be done in this instance. " They're your friends," she 
said; "yours and Alfred's. They seem to be quite nice 
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people, but I mnBtn't be left to make conversation to 
them." 

They were not yet Katie'i friends, but she boped thej 
would be; and conversation had already flowed so freely 
that there would be no need for anybody to " make " it 
She already adored the children, and admired and liked 
Beatrix. 

She managed to get Beatrix to herself when the Irvinga 
came up early in the afternoon, and took her up to her 
" own " rooms for a talk. " I suppose ygu have been here 
before," she said. " These were Lady Grace's rooms, 
weren't they? Why wasn't she in church this monung? 
Alfred said that neither of those ladies was she. Has she 
gone away?" 

Beatrix selected the question easiest to answer. " She 
hasn't gone away," she said. " She is coming to tea with 
me this afternoon. She generally does on Sundays." 

" Oh, then yon won't be able to stay here. I'm so sorry. 
Isn't this room nice? I've left it almost entirely as it was. 
I do so admire her taste. I could never have made the 
room anything like this. I am sure she must be nice. Why 
didn't she take her things with her to her new home? " 

Beatrix looked at her. She was snch a cheerful simple 
little soul that she felt like loving her already. Should 
she tell her? That Grace had not taken her "things" 
with her was the main reason why the enmity, of which 
this little person seemed as yet to be unconscious, was 
to be kept up, from the Herons' Nest. She decided that 
she would not tell her. It would spoil her pleasure in her 
"things." And Beatrix was not withont hope that the 
enmity would dissolve before it became too apparent She 
had made light advances to Grace on the subject, and 
Grace had avoided them, but had showed, Beatrix thought, 
that it distressed her. She, at least, with her kind heart 
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and gentle ways, could not feel enmity against Katie Brown. 
Nobody could, if they knew ber ever bo slightly. 

" Sbe it nice," «be said. " Yon will be anre to like ber. 
Come down to tea with me this afternoon and get to know 
her." 

Katie's face lit up, but subsided again. Sbe bod learnt 
ber mother's views with regard to conventional methods 
of approach. 

" I should love to," she said. " Bnt I don't know. 
Wouldn't she coll on mother first, if she wanted to know 
ns?" 

Beatrix stiffened. Sbe had not expected this sort of 
" nonsense " from Katie. " As you like," she said. " Bnt 
if you are coming to my bouse often, as I hope yon will, 
yon can't always expect to avoid her." 

Katie looked puuled. Her simple heart went along with 
a clever brain. " That means that sbe won't call on mother," 
sbe sold. " She doesn't want to know ns." Then, as 
Beatrix made no reply, she said: "What is it oil about? 
They talked about Lord Meodsbire fighting father this 
morning. There's a sort of feeling in the air that they 
want to quarrel with us. Why should tbey? Does Lady 
Grace want to quarrel?" 

" No, I'm qnite sure she doesn't. Bu t— ^" 

"But what? She doesn't want to know as? Does she 
think we're too common for her 7 " 

" Common " had been a word much in use at Katie's 
school. Her own happy nature, as well as the riches by 
which sbe was known to be surrounded, bad prevented 
the word being applied to her; but sbe kept ber eyes open, 
at Cap Martin and at Berkeley Square. 

" She certainly wouldn't think that if sbe saw you," said 
Beatrix. " That's why I asked yon to come to tea with me. 
There's reaUy no reason why yon shouldn't." 
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" I should like to come," said Katie. " I want to see 
your house, for ooe thing. And 1 shonld like to see her 
too. I feel that I know ber « litUe, Uving in these rooms 
that were hers, and I feel that I should love her too, if 
she'd let me. Alfred has told me about her. It is mother 
who thinks calling is ao important. I don't, especially if 
70a don't. Bat I want to know how we all stand first. 
Yon haven't told me. Yon shirk my qnestions." 

Beatrix laughed. " I won't shirk them any longer," she 
said. " I'll be as straightforward as possible. Lord Mead- 
shire it up against your father, as they say. He doesn't 
like to be turned out of Eemaale, and see him taking his 
place." 

" Turned out of Eemsale ! " exclaimed Katie. " But be 
told Eemsale to father. Surely " 

" Oh, my dear, I know all that. His feeling is tmreason- 
able — on the whole. But yon can make allowances, can't 
yon? And Lord Mesdshire isn't a very wise man. He's 
a kind one, tiiongh. I think his feeling will die down, when 
you all come to know one another." 

Eatie considered this. " It does seem to me unreason- 
able," she said. " But I suppose one can make allowances 
for him, as you say. Does the feel as he does — Lady 
Grace, I mean ? " 

" No, I don't think she does. She's sensible, if he isn't. 
I should say that she minds leaving Eemsale very little. 
She loves her Herons' Nest" 

" But she takes her line from him ? " 

" I don't know that she even does that Come and see 
for yourself." 

"Well, perhaps I will. I shouldn't like to m^Jce her 
uncomfortable, thoogh. I don't want to be made uncom- 
fortable myself." 

" You won't be. Therell be the children — and me," 
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" Yes; she couldn't be really rude to me, could she? " 

" You wouldn't ask that if yon knew her." 

" Yon like her very much, don't you? " 

" Yes, very much. So will you. Now aay yon will 
come." 

Eatie said that she would. 

The five men smoked and drank their coffee in the garden 
behind the house, where there were cushiony lawns and 
cedars and peacocks, dividing walla of mellow red brick 
with arched openings into other divisions of the garden, 
and beyond it, and on one side, balnstraded stone stairs 
leading to higher and lower levels. There were at least 
a dozen separate gardens at Kemsale. To Douglas Irving, 
looking round bim at tbia one, which was not the least 
beantifa] of them, there came a sense of the futility of 
such an overwhelming aggregation of possessions as was 
indicated everywhere at Eemsale. This garden would have 
been a delight to any one, if it had stood alone, with the 
necessary addendum of ground for use somewhere behind 
its boundary walls. It would have been more than big 
enough to do anything that one wanted to do with a garden, 
would have provided endless resoarces for its owner. But 
as it was, It was just there, a charming place to look at, to 
walk about in, to sit in, but providing no interest of scheme 
or anticipation, except in its yearly flower-furnishing, which 
was attended to by gardeners. With a gaAen that was 
finished and matured, as far as design and planting of 
trees and shrubs was concerned, the arrangement of flowers 
would provide the necessary interest if one were to feel 
it as a living, moving part of one's experience. To allow 
it to be done by others as part of a routine, however 
well it might be done, was almost to lose possession 
of It. 

He looked at its owner with a sort of baffled cnriosify. 



:.bv Google 



SUNDAY AFTERNOON igs 

Armitoge Brown was at full ease, smoking bis cigar, not 
tronbling himself to talk much. Probably he experienced 
some pleasure in this quiet gracioos place, possibly some 
mild proprietary gratification over it. And, as it was, it 
called for no other feeling from him. It was too finished, 
too perfect; and he had bad nothing to do with making 
it so. Was thatj then, all that his wealth could procure 
him — the expensive finished article? If so, Douglas him- 
self, every inch of whose garden was alive to him, was 
better off in that respect than he was, with his acres upon 
acres of ground, most of which he had not yet seen, and 
was in no hurry to see. 

Was this great wealth, which in so many cases seemed 
to belittle all simple satisfactions, really to be desired? 
Not if one made no more of it than an Armitage Brown. 
Bnt then, one would. One would use it to the full, revel 
in it, get the last ounce of gratification out of the oppor- 
tunities It afforded. Why was it that the people who 
had it never seemed to know how to make use of it? 
Its very proximity, in the person of this millionaire, ex- 
cited Douglas. He saw for a moment quite clearly for 
how little the wealth might count, but could not see that 
it might count for little with himself. .His own satisfac- 
tions seemed to have shrank, in comparison with what 
they might have been if he had had Umitiess money at 
command. He no longer felt that he had everything in 
the world that he tonld possibly want, when this man had 
so much more, although he seemed unfitted to make use 
of it. He had a feeling towards him that he could not 
have justified. His wealth was so great that it loomed 
much larger than his personality. If be had been with- 
out it Douglas would have found him quite uninteresting, 
their lives and their habits lying so far apart With it, 
he was a man to cultivate, if ptwsible to be liked, and 
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by sll means short of a loss of self-respect to be encour- 
aged to liking. 

Tbey all walked abont the park together, and discossed 
the laying out of the golf links. Douglas and Uncle 
James, who were the only golfers amongst them, qniddy 
agreed upon the general lie of the coarse, and discnsied 
details with energy. Alfred scoffed at the whole scheme; 
Fuller made suggestions of little value. Armitage Brown 
was grimly humorous about it, and encouraged his brother 
and Douglas to differ on the points where they wore 
inclined to do so. 

" Well, Captain Irving," be said at last, " yon seem to 
know all about it I think yoa'd better lay ont the ground. 
If you do it half as well as you did Alfred's garden, we 
shall have something to be proud of." 

Douglas was immensely pleased. He had forgotten the 
millionaire in his host for a time. Now he remembered it. 
Armitage Brown was inclined to be friendly with him. 

Uncle James, who coold never have enoogb exercise, 
persuaded Fuller to go off for a walk witb him. Dooglas 
Irving went with the other two to call on the new Rector. 

They found him just retomed from the school. He 
was in the big room, intended tor a drawing-room, which 
Compton had used for his books. It was lined with them; 
nothing had as yet been removed from the house. It was 
as attractive a room for a bookish man as could have been 
imagined, Inzuriously bat soberly famished, and looking 
out on to a quiet shady garden. 

Mr. Sheard seemed at first to be somewhat disconcerted 
by the visit. In this house, so. diS'crent from any he had 
ever expected to inhaHt, so unlike wbat it would be when 
be did come to inhabit It, and in snrroundings so moch 
in contrast with those in which his clerieal life had been 
spent, it was not surprising that he still felt astray. When 
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he noderstood that the visit was one of velcome, he 
showed himself gratified, and talked with more freedom; 
but it was not until Armitage Brown, finding himself 
hampered in saying various things that he wanted ta say 
by the presence of Douglas and Alfred, suggested that 
they should go away^ that the ice was broken between 
the two elder men. 

^ They were not onlike in their rugged directness, to 
which the one had attained in his fight for wealth, the 
other in his long struggle against poverty. It had, in 
essence, been the same struggle, though with very different 
aims and issues, and each in his own way was sure of the 
ground on which he stood. 

" You'll find it rather an expensive business, moving 
here from London, Mr. Sheard." 

" Oh, not so very, sir. I've not much to move; nothing, 
I'm afraid, that won't look very poor in a house like this. 
But well make the best of it We shall have the fine 
rooms, and the garden, and all the rest of it Itll be a 
great change for ns." 

" May I ask if yon have a large family? " 

" Four boys and two girls. Large enough, but I wouldn't 
have it smaller ; and they're all doing well for themselves, 
those that are old enough." 

"Grown up, then, most of them?" 

" Oh, yes. The youngest is eighteen. That's William. 
He's at school still; hut I think hell have to come and 
study at home now. He won't mind that; he's a good 
hud-working boy. So are they all. Oh, they've done 
well for themselves." 

" Tell me about the rest, Mr, Sheard." 

" Well, sir, I'm proud of them. There hasn't been 
much money, but we've been lucky in education. We've 
had good schools within reach; we've always lived in 
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London, even when I was at sea; and with scbolarsbipi, 
and 80 <Hi, they've hardly cost me a penny. There's John, 
my eldest, he's a Fellov of his College at Cambridge, and 
in Orders, married, and doing well. Henry's a doctor, 
doing well, too; he cost me something, bat not mnch. 
Cbarleg is in the Navy; his godfather helped him; one 
of 'em had to follow the sea; it's in the blood. That's 
all the boys. Uary is mistress in a high school; and 
little Anne — well, she's nineteen, bnt we call her little 
Anne — she's been at home so far," 

"And you've really been able to do all that for your 
children, Mr. Sheard! Well, I think it does yon credit, 
and them too. Now you've got to take it easy a hit, and 
we've got to help you. I'm glad you've come here jnst 
at the time we have. We shall be new brooms together. 
One of the things I want to say to you is that where 
money is wanted for your work here, you can always come 
to me. I want to do what's right by the place, and I 
look to you to help me there." 

" Thank yon, Mr. Brown. X shan't forget irtiat you've 
said." 

"Now can I do anything for yon persimally?" He 
spoke quickly, to get out what he had to say against 
possible protest. " I should consider it a privilege, and 
nobody need know of it but ourselves. I've a great respect 
for the clergy — those who do their work without getting 
much pay far it, and I don't think they need feel ashamed 
of letting other people give them a helping hand. I should 
like to pay for your move down here, if yon'Il let me. I 
sbonld like to make you a present to help you fill this 
house a bit, If you haven't got mnch furniture. Let's shake 
hands on it as friends, and let me send you down a cheqne." 

Mr. Sheard had looked at him closely as he spoke, and 
now their eyes met " I shall be proud to shake hands 
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with yoa as a friend, Mr. Brown," he said. " I shall value 
your friendship, and yonVe mode yowt offer in snch a 
way that I shouldn't feel any shame in accepting it if I 
had any need of that sort of help. Bnt I'm g^ad to aay 
I haven't. I had a good command in the Merchant Sci-vice 
for a number of years, and I was able to pnt something 
by nearly every year. I've got money in hand for the 
move, and the income I shall have now will enable me to 
get what's wanted extra for this fine house by degrees. 
My wife will prefer to do it in that way, I knowj 
but she'll feel grateful for your kind offer, when I tell 
her of it, and I needn't say that I feel the same." 

"Well, I should have liked to make yon a present," 
said the millionaire, " but if you won't take it, yon won't. 
Bnt there's one thing I hope you won't refuse me. Bring 
yoor wife, and your son and daughter too, to stay with 
OS while yon're moving in. That will pat us all right 
together. We shall be all alone, eicept for my brother 
and his wife, and you can take us withont any ceremony. 
We've only jnst moved in ourselves." 

Mr. Sbeard provisionally accepted this invitation, and 
after some further conversstion the two men parted, liking 
each other very well. 
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THE ICE BSOEEN 

DoooLAt Ibtiho was slig^y dlsooncerted by Uie nncerc- 
monious way in which Armitage Brown had intimated that 
he wished to be left aHoae to talk to Mr. Sheard. Alfred 
took it as a matter of course, bat was interested in what 
the request betokened. " The parson has fallen on his 
feet," he said, as they walked away from the rectory 
together. " When mj father has taken a fancy to a fellow, 
there's nothing he's not ready to do for him." 

" Do yon think he's taken a fancy to Sheard? " asked 
Douglas. 

" Oh, yes, it's clear enoogh. And he's the sort of man 
he likes — plain and straightforward and rather rough. He 
won't try to ingratiate himself. Father hates to think 
that people ore trying to get something out of him. They 
never do get much if they try, though they can get any- 
thing they want if he likes them, and they IcaTe him alone." 

Dooglas would have found it difficult to say what he 
wanted to get out of Armitage Brown, but he felt that 
he had received Taluable information as to the course of 
conduct to be pursued with him. He thought that he 
himself was at least as likaUe as the new Rector, and as 
for being straightforward, wasn't he always that, even if 
he had no natural quality of roughness? " 

" Sheard is certainly plain enon^," he said. " He's 
an odd change here from Compton." 

" He's quite a satisfactory one," said Alfred. " He 
won't try to treat the important family of Brown like 
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dirt beneatb his feet I suppose Compton pnt him here 
because he thooght he'd suit as. Well, he'll soit o8 very 
nicely." 

" Oh, he'll suit oa too," DoogUs made haste to reply. 
" I wonder whether bell suit Meadshire." 

" I don't suppose Meadshire bothers himself much about 
the clergy, does he? It's more a question, I should think, 
how be'U suit Lady Grace." 

Alfred had not thought much about Lady Grace since 
he had been at Kemsalc lastj but now that he was back 
there again her personality was constantly present to bim. 
It was a fragrant gentle influence that bung about the 
whole place, that made itself felt even through the glaring 
opulence that was the new note of Kemsale, now that it 
had once more a living note of its own. He had talked to 
Katie, and found that Katie had much the same feeling about 
her, which pleased him, and justified his sentiment for - 
a woman some years older than himself. He had now 
brought in her name, when mention of it was scarcely 
called for, for the pleasure of bearing something more 
about her. 

" Oh, any parson would suit Lady Grace," said Douglas, 
" if he went about his parish and the people liked bim. 
But we shall see what she says aboat it. You're coming 
to tea, aren't you? " 

After a moment's hesitation, Alfred said that he would. 
He could not forever avoid meeting Lady Grace, and he 
wanted at least to see whether she wished to avoid meet- 
ing Mm 

She was in Beatrix's drawing-room when the two men 
entered it, and so was Katie, who was flnshed, and not 
altogether from the heat Alfred saw at once, from the 
appearance of all three ladies, that the meeting so far 
had not been a brilliant success. 
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He WS8 introduced to Grace, who bowed to him co1dl7, 
and iinmediatel7 tui^ed to talk to Douglas, ezpUining 
with unnecessary particularity that she had sot been able 
to induce her aunt and cousioB, who were staying with 
her, to come out, because of the heat 

But it was obviously impossible that conversation could 
be carried on on these lines for any length of time, and 
she naust have seen it, for she next, not without a plain 
effort, addressed a word to Alfred. It was about the 
weather. There seemed to be absolutely no other topic 
possible, if she were to keep him and his sister at arm's 
length, as she seemed to wish to do, and yet not make 
her host and hostess too uncomfortable. 

They were uncomfortable enough as it was, Beatrix 
talking to Eatie, cmistrainedly, on the sofa, and Douglas 
fingering his clipped moustache, with a bewildered frown. 

But Alfred had the valuable gift of retaining a bright 
calm in face of an awkward situation. He smiled ingen- 
nonsly. " I can't talk about the heat to you, Lady Grace," 
he said. " There are so many other things I want to say." 

She blushed and showed her confusion, while the others 
held their breath for what should follow. Then she looked 
up, and smiled faintly in her turn, but immediately became 
as serious as before. " Yes, it is foolish," she said, looking 
at him and Eatie in tnm, " that now we have met, we 
should not say something of what is in our D}inds. Yon 
know, perhaps, that Eemsale has been my home all my 
life, and Mrs. Irving will tell yon how much I bare at 
heart the happiness of all the people who live on the place. 
Cannot either, or both, of yon persuade your father to 
treat those of them who have been here for bo long less 
harshly? Oh, I Icnow I have nothing to do with it aU 
now, except that I am so fond of the dear people who are 
going to be turned out, that I feel I must speak for them." 
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She tamed particularly to Katie. " Yon are in the poai- 
tion here that I used to be in," she said. " Sorely yon 
can do sometluiig, if yoa try. I would have tried, when I 
was your age, and I think my grandfather wonld have 
liatened to me. He always did, thouj^ he would nerer 
have done what is going to be done now," 

Poor little Katie was almost in tears. She had very 
little idea as to what it was all about, but was greatly 
affected by Grace's emotion, and would have promised her 
anything if she had had time to speak. 

Bnt it was Alfred who replied, immediately. " I am 
quite sure my father wonld be unwilling to act harshly 
in any way," be said. " Who is going to be tamed out. 
Lady Grace? " 

" Why, everybody," she said, not withont Indignation. 
" Even the cottagers have had notice, those of them who 
pay rent directly to the estate." 

" Yes, they have bad notice, bnt Fuller was authorised 
to say that the notice was only a matter of fomi, in the 
great majority of cases. He told me so himself." 

" That's not unusual when a property changes hands," 
Donglas put in. 

" Perhaps not," she said, speaking more qnietly ; " bnt 
if it was only a matter of form, sorely one would expect 
that everything would be settled as soon as possible, so 
that people who had a right to expect to stay on would 
not be kept in anxiety. Bnt it is six months now since 
the notice was given, and not a word has been said to 
them since as to what is going to happen. Can you 
wonder that they are crying out, and expecting the worst 
to happen? " 

" I don't quite know what to say," said Alfred. " I 
know nothing about my father's plans. I have not seen 
him for six months nntil a few days ago, and he has been 
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abroad most of the t(me himself. He has been in America; 
he stayed on there much longer than he intended, or per- 
haps he would have settled matters here before this. We 
only came down last night, yon know. I think he won't 
lose much time in taking things in band now he it here." 

" And I'm ture he won't do anythiitg onkind," added 
Katie. " If you knew him, you would know he wouldn't" 

Lady Grace looked at her more kindly than she had 
done before. " I don't think jfou would," she said. " Per- 
haps I ooght not to have said what I have. I suppose 
we must just wait and see what » going to be done, and 
hope for the best." 

" A lot of people are apset," said Beatrix. " Douglas 
and I have talked about it sometimes and thought that it 
might be as well to tell you of it " — she spoke to Alfred — 
" so that Mr. Brown might know." 

Douglas roused himself. " It's like this," he said. " We 
have made friends, you and we, and we've thought it 
wouldn't be friendly not to give you the tip. From what 
yon have told me yourself, your father doesn't know the 
ways of a country landlord, and he might quite well make 
mistakes that he'd be sorry for afterwards. It has seemed 
to be np to us to give you a friendly warning, if we see 
anything going wrong." 

" But what u going wrong? " asked Alfred. " Yon said 
yourself just now that what has been done isn't unosnaL 
Fuller told me that he'd given just such a warning as you 
talk about, and my father had taken it much better than 
be had expected, and practically given him a free hand 
to keep the tenants from worrying. It they are upset, as 
you say — well, Fuller can't have been very successful with 
them; I don't see what blame Ilea with my father." 

" Oh, well — Fuller! " said Douglas. " But there's Mrs. 
FoUet. 
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" We know how kind Gaptdm Fuller is/* said Grace. 
" Bnt what be says is very likely to be opset — afterwards." 

" By Mrs. FoUerf " said Alfred. " Wbat on earth baa 
she to do with it? " 

" She is determined to move into ' The limes,' " said 
Beatrix, " and has made no secret of it. She doesn't 
mind in the least what becomes of Miss Merriman." 

" Dear Miss Merriman, who has lived here for more 
than ten years," Grace took it up, " and has spent her life 
in being good and kind to everybody about her. There is 
nowhere else she could go to in Kemsale. Barton's Farm 
ia too far from the village and the church, and there would 
not be room enough for her to have the people staying 
with her that she likes to have. If the Fullers go to ' The 
limes ' she will have to leave Kemsale altogether." 

" Bnt Fnller is determined not to move from Barton's 
Farm," said Alfred. " He said so quite decisively when 
his wife mentioned it, the first time I saw them together." 

There was a slight pause. " What Fnller says quite 
dedsively," said Douglas, "isn't always what happens in 
that amiable family." 

" Oh, wdl," Alfred said. " 111 certainly tell my father 
wbat you say abont Miss Merriman. If Fuller doesn't 
want to move, and only wants stiffening against the lady, 
I should think we might be able to manage as much as 
that. But, surely, that's a case that stands by itself, isn't 
It? It isn't like the farming tenants? Isn't it a little 
unfair to make my father responsible for Mrs. Fuller's 
little games ? " 

He looked straight at Grace. It was she who had to 
answer the question, or evade it. 

She dropped her eyes. " No one has been inclined to 
blame Mr. Brown for anything that migbt happen there," ' 
she said. There had been a slight emphasis on the " Mr.," 
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but abe went on quickly, as if she had bad something more 
in her mind that she was nnwilling to express. " I think 
yon got to know Bome of tiie farming tenantg when yoa 
were down here last. There are the Davises at Points 
Farm. They have been there for nearly two hondred 
years; tbey look npon it as their home, jnst in the way 
that people like ns look npon the houses we live in." 

" I should hope they wouldn't have to go," said Alfred. 
" I don't see why they Bhonld, if they are the right sort 
of tenant, and I suppose they are, or th^ wouldn't have 
been there so long." 

When Alfred had been at Eemsale during the previona 
autmnn he had once or twice motored Fuller about the 
estate, on his agent's business. He bad been made very 
welcome in snug farmhouses by comfortable friendly farm- 
ers' wives, and had carried away with him the pleasantest 
recollections of their hospitality, and the general atmos- 
phere that surrounded them. He had not known, and did 
not know now, what hopes had been founded upon his own 
cheerful friendliness in some quarters, nor of the jealousies 
and fears aroused in the minds of those whom be bad not 
been taken to see. The impression that bad remained with 
him bad been far from that of a whole commnnity disturbed 
and alarmed, as this at Eemsale was now represented to 
be. He thought there roust have been inflnences at work 
since, and that the delay in settling matters, owing to his 
father having been abroad longer than he had anticipated, 
would Bot entirely account for it. He was also inclined 
to resent, on his father's behalf, the implication that be- 
cause under the previous ownership an informal fixity of 
tenure had been the tradition In certain cases, the new 
owner was to be considered bound by it. After all, the 
previous owner had played havoc with his own fixity of 
tenure, and it was on that that the right of others to ctm- 
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sider their's permoneiit conld onl^ rest. He did not resent 
it as it bad been expressed by Grace. He liked ber for 
feeling as sbe did about the bninbler friends amongst whom 
sbe had been brought up, and for being willing to fight 
their battles. It was elsewhere that the source of the 
mischief that seemed to be in the air was to be sought. 

" If there is anziet? amongst the tenants," he said, " I 
think that trouble must have been made about as — about 
my father — ^that isn't justified; certainly by nothing that 
he has done yet, or as far as I know is likely to do. I 
feel quite safe. Lady Grace, in asking yon to bold over 
your opinion for the present — about bim, I mean. Every- 
thing will be settled pretty quickly now. And of course 
I shall tell him what we have heard joBt now." 

Grace was not inclined to hold over her opinion about 
Armitage Brown. His high-banded proceeding in the mat- 
ter that bad touched ber personally bad grvea her an im- 
pression of him that was not altered by the loyalty of his 
son and daughter. She simply thought them mistaken. 
He might be kind enough to them, and still harsh and 
overbearing in his business dealings, as he had already 
shown himself; and the whole point of the difficulty was 
that the business of a landed estate could not be carried 
on in the impersonal way of other businesses, and that he 
conld not be expected to know that. But she conld do 
no more at present. She might have done something useful 
in speaking to these yonng people about it, or she might 
have done something that would only put his back up. 
Time would show. It was something that they seemed to 
be " nice " — mnch nicer than she had thought possible 
with sucb parentage; for their father was what he had 
shown himself, and their mother seemed already to have 
made a close friend of Mrs. Fuller, and was very likely 
at the bottom of the disturbance caused In the life of dear 
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Miss Mcrriman, whom she could hardly be expected ta 

appreciate. 

Beatrix sent for Wooile and Jimbo, as a relief to tfae 
sitnatlon, and they effected their purpose antil tea was 
finished, when an adjournment was made to the garden. 

Doaglas and Alfred detached themselves from the ladies 
and children. " I suppose the fact of the matter is," said 
Alfred, when they were out of hearing, "that Meadshire 
has been stirring up discontent It's what be seems to 
be oat for. I think, as he's sold the place and got his 
money for it, be might leave us alone. I wish he'd go 
away somewhere else and spend it." 

" Oh, he's spent most of it long ago," said Douglas. 
" Still, I'm bound to say that I've never known him stay 
here for so long together before. Poor Grace is doing her 
best to keep him in order. She seems to be succeeding 
too. He hasn't had what we've keen accustomed to call 
one of his bursts for nearly a year. When he does have 
one, as I suppose he will sooner or later, he'll clear out, 
and very likely he won't come back again, for some time 
at least." 

" Here he is, by Jove! " added Douglas, as Alfred was 
jnat about to speak. Meadshire's car had slid up to the 
gate near which they were strolling. The three ladies 
who had been in church that morning alt^ted from it, 
and Meadshire, after a word of greeting, went to the front 
of the car to make some examination of the machinery. 

The ladies went up the drive with Douglas. Alfred 
stayed behind. He wonld have it out with the mischief- 
maker. 

Meadshire's examination was ahnoit immediately over. 
He shut the bonnet of the car and came through the gate. 
His face wore its customary expression of careless good- 
nature, and did not change when he saw Alfred standing 
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as it to await him. " Hullo, here's the enemy ! " he said 
lightly. " Well, I hear yooVe begim to kncxik the place 
aboat already," 

Alfred was >tnng by his mamier. " WeVe done away 
with the beastly carpet garden, if that's what yoo mean," 
he said. 

" It ain't much loss. I wish I'd done it myself." He 
had begmi to walk quickly ap the drive, as if what he had 
said already wag all he wanted or meant to say. 

Alfred did not feel disposed to run after him. " I'd 
like to have a word with you. Lord Meadahire, if you can 
spare me a minute," he said, standing where he was. 

Headshire stopped suddenly, and turned round. " Why, 
certainly," he said, and waited for him to speak. 

Alfred found some difficulty in be^nning, but made a 
plunge at it. " I hear there's soine uneasiness amongst 
the farmers and people as to what my father is going to 
do here," he said. 

" I hear the same," sud Meadshire. 

" I think it's a pity that they should be upset when 
there's no need for it" 

"So do I." 

Alfred stiffened himself. "Well, isn't it you who's 
npsetting them ? " he asked. 

Meadshire's eyebrows went up. "It" he exclaimed. 
" What on earth have I got to do with it? " 

"Well, thafs what I'd like to know. My father has 
been abroad for nearly six months. Now he has come 
down here for some weeks, and will be hard at work get- 
ting affairs into order. I think be might be allowed to 
have his chance, without having people prejudiced against 
him." 

Meadshire retained his expression of innocent goodwilL 
" So do I," he agreed heartily, " and if he succeeds in 
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removing the general impression that he's a precfoua hard 
nut to crack, he'll be doing a good work." 

Alfred was angry, but he did not show it. " WIio has 
given people that impression p " he asked. 

" Well, I should say he had given it himself. He's 
given it to me, anyhow." 

" And yoD have passed it on, I believe. It's quite an 
unfair impression. I know he's anxious to do well by the 
estate, and the people on it." 

"Well, now, I'm very glad to hear you say that; and 
as yoa've spoken to me first, and not me to yon, I'll make 
a clean breast of it to yon. We've always done welt by 
the tenants on this place. I believe they'll tell yon that 
even I have done well by them, though I've done devilish 
badly by myself. But we needn't go into that. Now your 
father knows nothing whatever about the land, or what's 
due to the people on it. You'll agree to that, I suppose ? " 

" I don't agree to anything of the sort. He knows 
something about every sort of business, and what he doesn't 
know be'U pretty soon pick ap." 

" I dare say ; but he hasn't picked it up yet. And the 
very word ' business ' that you use shows how little yon 
know about land yourself." 

" I didn't say that I knew anything aboat it myself." 

" Well, it's the word he would use, isn't it? He's going 
to make all sorts of experiments here, and " 

" I don't know that. He's never said so to me. Has 
he to you? " 

" Of course he hasn't, niy yonng friend. We've never 
spoken to one another. Bat every one knows it. Be- 
sides, it's exactly what he would do. He's a business man, 
and they always make experiments when they buy land — 
that sort; generally lose by them too." 

" Let me ask yon plainly whether you have heard 



:.bv Google 



THE ICE BROKEN 809 

anything whatever abont his intending to make experi- 
ments. " 

" I tell yon plainly that I've heard nothing else." 

" I don't mean rumonra, from people who know nothing 
about it I ask yoQ if yoa have definite information." 

" Where could I get definite information abont yoor 
father's plans? There's no smoke without some fire; and 
what has little Fuller been about, making all aorta of 
inqniries everywhere? " 

"What abont?" 

" Why, about everything in connection with farming that 
he never worried about before. It isn't his job." 

" I shoold have thought it was his job. Then yon've 
nothing to go on at all except rumour, and yet yon've been 
Betting all the tenants against my father." 

" I haven't. I say I liaven't. I've nothing to do with 
the tenants now, except that a lot of them are childhood's 
friends and all that sort of thing. They've always been 
pleased to see me, and they're pleased to see me now, and 
talk things over. Do yon mean to say that I can't go and 
see my friends in their own houses, becanse your father 
has bought them over their heads? Why, yon might as 
well say I couldn't go and call on my aunt in Portland 
Place if I didn't know the Duke of Portland." 

" Well, I see there's no satisfaction to be got ont of 
you," said Alfred. " Yon've made it plain, though, that 
yon are trying to creat prejudice against my father, and 
I think it's a damnably unfair thing to do. I'm glad I've 
bod the opportunity of saying so." 

He moved away np the drive. Meadshire accompanied 
him, still apparently in high good hnmonr. " I'm rather 
inclined to like you, young Mr. Brown," he said, " and 
I don't in the least mind you're speaking rather sharply. 
Ill tell yoo what, now. If your father doetn't turn ont 
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the nice old people irho have held thdr farmi under us 
for generation after generation. 111 tell all of 'em that I 
was miataken io him." 

Alfred stopped again and faced him. " That's very 
generous of yon," he said. " Yon throw them all over 
yourself, yon expect the people who come after yon to take 
on all your responsibilitiea towards them, and yet you can't 
wait to see whether they're going to do it or not. Yon 
make all the mischief you can, and then, if everything 
goes right after all, you're going to say you've been mis- 
taken. Thank you for nothing." 

" Ah, now you seem to me to be speaking rather mdely," 
said Meadshire. " Well, I think we understand each other 
on the whole, don't we? We'll talk of it all again some 
day or other. I want to have a word with Beatrix Irving 
now." 

Alfred took Katie away as soon as he conld. The space 
at band was too limited for him and Meadshire to occupy 
it at the some time. He said nothing to his sister con- 
cerning the late pasaage-at-arms. He had considerable 
control over himself, this young man, and a broad reservoir 
of wisdom on which to draw. If trouble were to arise it 
would affect her more than it would bim, who need not be 
at Kemsale oftener than be wished. He waa not going 
to make trouble for faer. 

He waa instantly rewarded for his omlaaion, for she 
said to him, as they went down the drive .together: "Alfred, 
Lady Grace is such a dear. She waa as nice as possible 
to me when you had gone away with Captain Irving." 

He laughed at her. " Do yon think it was becanse I was 
there, then, that she wasn't particnlarly nice before? " 

" Oh, no, I didn't mean that. I think it was what yon 
said that cleared np her doubts about us. Besides, she 
likes yon." 
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" How do yon know that? " 

"Well, sbe aaid tliat now she hod seen jou and me 
she should feel much happier about the people who think 
they are going to be tnmed oat. Of conrae, they won't be 
turned oat, will they? It was all a. mistake of hers? " 

" I think oKtst of it was. Did she seem as if she wanted 
to make friends with as? " 

Katie was a litUe doabtfol aboat this. " I dcm't believe 
she means to call npon mother," she said. " She didn't 
say anything abont it" 

" Well, yon see, that's rather a slap in the face for as 
in itself." 

" Is it? Of coarse, I Itnow we're awfully rich, and all that, 
but we're nothing much beside people like her, are we? " 

" I suppose she thinks so," said Alfred, " or her brother 
does. No; I don't believe she would. Well, if you like 
her, Kate, and she likes you, I hope you'll be friends 
together some day. At any rate, the ice is broken now." 
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EXPERIMENTS 

"Bkfokx ve beg^, Captain Fuller, there's just one little 
personal matter I want to clear np." 

It was nine o'clock on Monday morning. Armitsge 
BroTii and Fullei were closeted together in the room that 
the new owner of Kemsale had chosen for his biuiness 
room. He had breakfasted at eight o'clock, on hour which 
as far as he was concerned he did not propose to give op 
for anybody, though the rest of the household were at 
liberty to breakfast at any later time that suited tbem. 
When the day came he wanted to begin the day's work, 
and Et was with genuine relief tbat be bad awoke on that 
Monday morning to the knowledge that there was work 
to be done here at Kemsale, and not a day to be got 
through in idleness, as wa« too often the case when he 
was at Cap Martin. 

Fuller bad brought up his bag of papers. He was ratlier 
excited as to what was to come. He had worked bard 
during the winter at the task that bad been assigned him, 
and was in die mood of a well-prepared schoolboy who 
expects to do well in an examination. 

But a personal matter! What conld that be? His 
half-guilty feeling of having concealed his actual age rose 
within him. He wished he conld have demonstrated how 
competent he was before any personal matter was touched 
upon. 

" This house in the village — ' The Limes '; it has always 
been onderstood to be the regular agent's bouse, I'm told." 
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Oh, that was it. Nothing veiy dreadful there! 

"It was, before I came'here," said Foller. "The agent 
who preceded me was only here a short time. He was a 
bachelor and preferred to live at Barton's Farm, where I 
live now. When I came, ' The Limes ' had been lent for 
a year to an old lady who was a relation of Lord Mead- 
shire's, and I went to Barton's Farm, where I've been 
ever since." 

" And now yon want to get into ' The Limes,' I ander- 
stand." 

" No, Mr. Brown, I don't. It's too big for me. I'm 
quite contented where I am." 

A faint smile came over Armitage Brown's face. " Mrs. 
Fuller doesn't seem contented," he said. 

"Yon mnst leave me to deal with my Wife, sir. I've no 
intention of moving, nnless you make a point of it your- 
self, which I hope yon won't do." 

His employer looked at him, still with the shadow of 
his amused smile. " If s a good deal nearer here tlian the 
boDse yoa're in now, isn't it? " he asked. 

" Yes, it's half a mile nearer, perhaps. But I'm in the 
estate office all day, except when I'm out and about. And 
there's the telephone between this and Barton's Farm, if 
you want me ont of office honrs. I really don't think 
you'd find it any greater convenience to have me at ' The 
Limes.' " 

" My wife seems to think it might be more convenient 
to have Mrs. Fuller there. The ladies have struck up a 
friendship. And Mrs. Fuller particularly^ wants to get 
into a more convenient bouse than the one she's in now, 
it appears." 

Poor little Herbert's face fell. He had held ont against 
nevei-relaxed pressure for six months, and had not ex- 
pected the attack to come from this quarter. But he might 
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have known that his wife would leave no stone nntnrned 
to get ber own way. 

" I think it wonld aroase a good deal of feeling In the 
place if Miss Meiriman were to be turned ont," he said. 
"She's been there for ten years or more; she's a very 
charitable woman, and does a deal of good work in the 
place. Pays a good rent too. It's practicaUy so much 
extra. I doubt If I could let Barton's Farm for more than 
forty pounds a year, as it stands, without the land. Miss 
Merriroan pays a hundred and ten for ' The Limes.' " 

" The agents who occupied it didn't pay rent, I sup- 
pose?" 

" Obj no. It would be seventy or dghty pounds a year 
loss to the estate." 

" That practically comes out of your pocbet, tben P " 

" I don't look on it in that way at all. It suits me 
much better to live in a smaller house. ' The Limes ' 
would cost me a lot more to keep op." 

" Well, I suppose we've got to consider the ladies in 
these matters, eh? Yon've taken on more work, and are 
getting a higher income for it. Mrs. Fuller thinks 
she ought to benefit by that, I take it. That's the idea, 
isn't it? " 

This was really beyond everything. If his wife had 
made that plea to Mrs. Brown, then it absolved him from 
the ungrateful task of shielding her. " The fact of the 
matter is," he snapped out, " my wife, nnfortonately, is a 
bad hand at managing an income. Living in the way we 
do, I've had my work cut out ever since I've been here to 
keep straight ; and I haven't been able to put by a penny. 
I ought to save money; it's for her sake I ought to do it, 
and my daughter's; and yoor keeping me on here, which 
I wasn't sure you'd do, and giving me another hundred a 
year into the bargain — ^it's a chance that I'm not going to 
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let slip. I tell 700, I'm ashamed of myself, Mr. Brown, 
at my age and with the luck I've had to be in constant 
work op to a time of Ufe when most men are laid on the 
shelf — I was sizfy at the beginning of this year — I'm 
ashamed of myself at having done nothing to make pro- 
TisioQ for the fotnre. I can do it if I'm left where I am. 
I can't do it if I're got to waste money in keeping np a 
honse bi^^er than I want" 

He had plnmped ont the devastating fact of his age, 
bnt it did not seem to have given Annitage Brown any 
great shoi^ of sarpriae. "I'm glad yoo've told me how 
matters stand," be said. " It shan't go any further. And 
I think yon're quite right to stay where yon are, under 
the circumstances. I'll put that rig^t too. I'll say it's 
my wish. Bat 111 tell yon what. Fuller; we most humonr 
the ladies in their fancies, yon know; is there any way 
in which we could make Barton's Farm a bit smarter — a 
bigger drawing-room, or a few bow-windows, or something 
of that sort? It might ease matters, eh? By your own 
showing yon're saving the estate atvtnty or eighty poonds 
a year by living there. I'm quite ready to spend a few 
hundreds on it, to make it more like a gentleman's resi- 
dence, which I understand is what's chiefly wanted." 

Poor little Herbert could only stammer oat his thanks 
for this generous and onezpected alleviation of the troaUes 
be was bringing upon himself. It was another piece of 
kindness from a man who had the reputation of being hard 
and inconsiderate in his methods. There was growing up 
in him a strong feeling of gratitude and liking towards his 
employer. " It certainly would do a lot to make up for 
the disappointment," be said, " though as far as I'm con- 
cerned the house suits me very well as it is, and nothing 
is really wanted." , 

" Wdl, 70D talk it over with your good lady. Fuller. 
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Tell her I'm sorry I can't see my way to tuning out Miss 
— wbat's her name? — Miss Merrlman, bat I'm anxious to 
do what I can to make your house more what it should be. 
I'll go up to three hundred pounds. Yon can use it as 
yoB like. I've no doubt you'll get the best results out of 
it, and improve the place for later on." 

" Oh, I shouldn't want to spend anything like as much 
as three hundred. If I were to make the place bigger, I 
should be doing just what I want to avoid. A bow-window 
to two of the rooms, and a good bathroom, and one or 
' two little conveniences — a hundred pounds would cover 
it aU." 

" Well, spend what yon like up to three hnndred. I 
should give her a conservatory, if you haven't got one. 
Ladies like that. Spend something on decoration; they 
like that too. Yon might get in some labour-saving appli- 
ances — kill two birds with one stone, eh? Do it as well 
as you can; don't bother about saving money within the 
limit; I'd rather you spent more than less. I mean that, 
so don't go against my wishes. Well, now then, what about 
this dairying business? Let's get to work on that, and 
see if there's anything in it." 

His complete change of tone, and hitching of his chair 
round to his desk, shut off the previous subject entirely. 
But the sense of gratitude and pleasure remained with 
Fuller throughout the long affair that followed. He loved 
pottering about with " improvements." There were many 
that he would always have liked to make at Barton's Farm, 
if he bad bad the money, or the authorization, to do it. 
He conid make them all now, even the most extravagant 
of them; and be knew that by making them he could add 
at least another twenty pounds to the letable value of the 
bouse. And surely the news that he would have to take 
home would bring him peace at last, and he could go about 
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bis work, which would be much more iuteresting now th&n 
it had ever been, relieved of a cKinstant burden. 

For the next hour the two men stuck closely to the work 
in hand. Annitage Brown showed an extraordinary apti- 
tnde for assimilating the facts that were pot before him 
so abundantly. Foller had collected and collated every 
sort of fact from the material that had been given him, 
relevant and, as it sometimes seemed, irrelevant. And he 
had done what he had not been told to do — ^made jonmeys 
to see things for himself, from which he had collected other 
facts, perhaps more impdrtant still, as to practical working. 
Very slowly, during his six months' work, he had attained 
to a grasp of his subject. But it was nothing to the grasp 
that Annitage Brown attained during the boar in which 
he attacked the great mass of figures and details that were 
put before him. His eye for their significance was won- 
derful. Several times, as he stood np to his flood of quidc 
questions. Fuller blessed his own thorough habit of going 
into everything that bad the slightest bearing (»i bis sub- 
ject, whether important or not. Facts that he had not 
thought to be important were proved to he so, to the quick 
and solid bnilding np of Annitage Brown's knowledge. He 
had thought he had left out nothing. He had gone over 
his lesson again and again, trying to find gaps in his 
knowledge, and when he had found them filling them up 
with the same painstaking care, whether they were notice- 
able or almost invisible. But Armitage Brown found a few 
further gaps — not Ug ones — and gave him a little more 
research to do, seeing that he made careful notes of what 
was wanted. His own grasp of exactly what was wanted 
was masterly. Fuller thought that if his employer had had 
to do all by himself what had taken him six months of 
careful work to accomplish, he would have dont It in a 
week. It seemed to him that there was no complication 
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tiuvugh which be could not cut his way at a stroke, no bal- 
ancing of doubts that caused him a moment's hesitation; 
aodj in sum, that such a man could master any operation 
that be put his mind to, teach every expert whom he might 
employ how to do his work to the best advantage, and 
run any business in the world, from land agency down- 
wards. 

But if the business that he chose to nm happened actu- 
ally to have connection with land agency, it might be run 
most efficiently to pay, but other considerations bearing 
upon it were not likely to be dealt with tenderly. Armitage 
Brown still had something to learn with regard to that 
particular business. The question was whether he would 
judge the lesson of enough importance to be willing to 
learn It. 

" Well," he said, leaning back in his chair, " I think 
I've got everything at my fingers' ends now, except those 
few little points which you've made notes of, and they 
needn't delay us in setting to work." 

Fuller experienced a momentary tightening of the brain. 
He had been at full stretch for a long hour. The work 
seemed to have been finished for the time being. But 
apparently it was only just about to begin. 

" What we have to do is to built our factory as soon 
as possible, and I think we know where to build ft. Well 
go over there this afternoon and have « look at the place. 
To-morrow or the next day we'll take a run over to Den- 
mark and get the latest information we can. It may save 
time to bring a man over from there to make our plans. 
We shall have to find one. We must have the most up-to- 
date building and machinery we can get hold of. We shall 
want a manager too. There's a great deal to do, but I've 
nothing else Important in hand now, and I shall work at 
it myself for the next few months, here on the spot chiefly. 
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YonVe got the subject up remarlcAbly well, Fuller. I 
don't think I've ever been so well primed about anything, 
or wasted leas time in getting at what I wanted to know. 
You shall have an interest in the concern ; that's only fair. 
Yonll have a gooct deal to do with the wooing of it. 
But it's going to be a bi^er thing than I thought it would. 
I think I see my way now. The factory will have to be 
under separate management altogether. You won't have 
anything to do with that, except that you'U know all abont 
it, of course, so as not to make mistakes at your end. 
Now well go into the question of the famu that are to 
feed it. You've got a map of the estate ? " 

" I've brought up a little one. The 2S-inch survey is 
down at the office." 

" A little one will do. You'd better get me one to hang 
up here, by the by. I shan't be in the office much; I like 
working in my own room. Now then, here's Oldmeadow 
Farm. Yes, it's even better than I thought. Here's the 
spot for the factory — roads from every quarter, and within 
a mile of Ganton Station. Pretty clear land too ; the town 
seems to have spread the other way; we might put down 
a line by, and by. Whom does the land belong to between 
this and the station?" . 

" It has changed hands lately. I think Mr. Clinton, of 
Kencote, has bought it. He runs up to here, and here, I 
know; a good part of the building in Ganton lately has 
been done on his land." 

" Is he a go-ahead landlord? He owns a large property, 
doesn't he? " 

"Yes; he's one of the biggest landowners in South 
Meadsbire. They say that Kencote has been in his family 
for over five hundred years; but I fancy most of this land 
about Ganton has been bought or come in to his estate in 
his lifetime. He's a rich man, I believe. His son. Captain 
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Clinton, looks after tlie proper^ now; looks after it very 
well, I believe. Bnt I don't know whether you'd call him 
go-abead exactly." 

" I see. Well, well bear in mind the qnestion of a line 
of rail, and see about it before the land gets built over. 
It looks to me as if we were jost in time. I don't think 
we could 'hit on a better spot than this for the factory. 
It seems to answer all requirements. What do yon tbinkP " 

" It's right on the edge of the estate. Half the roads 
go off on to other properties, as yon see." 

" Oh, bnt that doesn't matter. We shan't want to keep 
the factory only for onr own farms. Yoall see bow the 
rest will come in when we've shown them the way. We 
shall tap mUes of coontry by cart and motor-tra£Se, and I 
dare say tbe rail will feed us later on. Three lines run- 
ning from Ganton, look. We're very lucky to run up so 
close to a terminus. I had a sort of idea it would coma 
in useful when I bought this place. I wish I'd known 
about that strip of land, though, in time. I wonder whether 
Mr. Clinton would sell." 

" I should think it's quite possible he might, «t a profit 
He has never cared much about town property. I fancy 
he only bought this to save some of it from being built 
over. He has a very good house — here; Chequers it's 
called. It's let now, bnt the idea is that hell leave it to 
one of his sons." 

Armitage Brown laughed. " Bought it to stop its being 
built over ! " he echoed. " That doesn't look like being 
up-to-date. However, the bit I should want lies at the 
other end. We'll sec about it when the time comes. Well, 
then, there's Oldmeadow. That's practically a dairy farm 
already, I understand. Supplies Ganton, I suppose. What 
sort of a man is the tenant? " 

After some discussion it was accepted that he was the 
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right sort of HUB on the whole, not likely to be averse to 
developing his dftiryiog on lines that would be explained 
to htm, or holding his land with some alterations and com- 
pensations then and there arranged and noted. 

" These are the farms we'll start on," said Armitage 
Brown, drawing the butt of his pencil round half a dosen 
holdings, mostly of respectable sise, on that part of the 
map towards the town of Ganton. " Tbey ha^ the most 
pastnragCi and tbey arc nearest to where the factory 
wiUbe." 

He seemed to Fnller to be going very fast " Isn't that 
a big acreage to start with ? " he asked, " with all the alter- 
ations to farm buildings that we've discussed, and " 

" I believe in starting things in a big way when you've 
made snre of your ground, and know exactly what yon 
want to do, and bow yon are going to do it. It's the only 
way to make them pay. And I don't call this a big way. 
It's only because I don't yet know cnongh aboat lite dif- 
ficulty or otherwise of making the changes in the farms 
that I'm taking only these to start with. Here's Points 
Farm now. Let's go into that, as an instance. How much 
of this arable land can be profitably laid down in pasture? 
When we've settled that we'll talk about whether the pres- 
ent tenant is the right man to take up a new idea. We 
roust treat each holding in the same way, but of course I 
roust go and see all the country for myself before I can 
get a real hold of the question. One of these farms I 
shall certainly cut op, so as to give the small men a 
chance. We shall have to settle which. Bat take Points 
Farm first." 

Points Farm was the one aboot which Grace had spe- 
cially spoken to Kate and Alfred. Armitage Brown had 
had the conversation and that of Alfred with Meadsbire 
repeated to him. Did he remember tbe haU-hereditary 
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baais upon which Points was held, or was it just chance 
that had led him to hit upon it for examination now? Ful- 
ler collected himself to present hu report Out of these 
half-dosen farms that were to be subject to the experi- 
ments. Points would be the one upon which the diffi- 
culties that had so far been ignored would concentrate 
themselves. 

" Points Farm has been held by the family of Davis 
from father to son since the year 1746," asid Fuller. " I've 
looked Dp its history in old estate books and papers. The 
house, which is called Points Manor, was built for the first 
Davis who took the farm. It's a fine one, and in the best 
days of farming they seem to have lived there like gentle- 
folk. Well, they're that now, though they don't grow rich 
(m it any more, and their way of living isn't much different 
from that of the other farmers." 

" You're rather putting the cart before the horse," 
Armitage Brown intcrmpted him. " I want to know about 
the proportion of pasture and arable land first:" 

" Well, it rather hangs on the history of the tenants. 
When wheat was at its highest a good deal of pasture 
was cut up. It seems actually to have been a dairy farm, 
chiefly, before that, and as you can see by the map it lies 
in the middle of the largest stretch of grass country that 
there is on the estate. There's no doubt, leaving the 
tenants out of account for the moment, that very nearly 
the whole of Points could be profitably laid down in pas- 
ture again. The land is mostly flat, and well watered. I'm 
bound to say that for yonr scheme Points is the best of the 
holdings yon could take — I mean of the larger ones where 
a great many changes will have to be made." 

" Well, that's satisfsctory. Perhaps it would be a good 
farm to break up. But let's hear about the tenants first. 
Why did you say that breaking vp the pasture had to do 
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with tbem particularly? Wasn't it done all over the pUce 
at the time yoa mention? " 

" Yes, it wag done a great deal. But the Davises did 
it on a big scale, and grew rich on it. They're not rich 
any longerj as I say, but they've kept ap a tradition about 
it. There's always been more wheat grown at Points than 
anywhere else on the property — anywhere else in Mead- 
shire, 1 believe. There's a Davis a com factor in Oanton, 
from the same family — a very old business it is, and used 
to be a very big one." 

" What's that got to do with the farm? " 

" Notliing at all. Bnt it's the tradition in the famUy, 
you see. They've kept it ap." 

Armitage Brown considered for a moment, his face shov- 
ing some vexation. "What age is the present man?" he 
asked shortly. "And has he any sons?" 

" George Davis is getting on for seventy, I should say. 
Yes, he has sons. The eldest works the farm with him, 
OS iheir eldest sons always do. Another's a clergyman. 
Two more are in business in London." 

"Well, I see what all this comes to," said Armitage 
Brown after another short pause. " It means that with 
land that belongs to me, land that I've bought as on 
investment, and have as much right to nse in the way that 
will bring me in the best return as if it were any other 
commodity, I'm to be prevented from doing what I please 
by considerations that wouldn't arise in any other form 
of property in the world. What tenure have these- people 
held their farm <m ? " 

" Always on a yearly tenancy. There has been a pride 
on both sides that they have never had more hold on it 
than that" 

" Yes, very creditable, I dare say, when land ownership 
has been carried on as a sort of game, as it seems to have 
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been here. I'm not going to carry it on in that wsy, and 
I don't care if it brings me np against every old-fasbioaed 
landowner in the district. How long has Lord Meadshire 
been going abont trying to make mischief amongst the ten- 
ants against, me?" 

The sharp qnestions at the end of speeches of comment 
were beginning. Fnller roused himself to meet them as 
they came. 

" I'm afraid he hat been making misehief," be said. " I 
hope you'U beliere me when I say that I've been nncom- 
monly careful not to let oat anything that we've been talk- 
ing abont I've worked at the statistics I've got together 
for you in my room at the office, and sometimes at home, 
in my den, at night, and I've always locked the books and 
papers away, so that nobody should get wind of anything." 

" Ob, yes, Fnller, I don't think anything has got about 
through yon. I satisfied myself of that. My boy, Alfred, 
tackled his lordship yesterday about making mischief, and 
he couldn't give any grounds for it, except that tbese 
notices bad been hanging about longer than I intended. 
I'm going to make experiments because it's what I ihomld 
do, being what I am; I'm going to turn out everybody, 
it seems, and they're all up in arms against me. Is that 
true?" 

" Well, there's a good deal of unrest. I've tried to keep 
it down, bnt Lord Meadshire has tried to keep it up. I've 
no hedtatEon in saying so, and I've spoken to him about 
it, bnt yon might as well speak to a weather-cock. Of 
coarse the people like him. They've known him since he 
was a boy, and he has a pleasant way with him. And 
they've never suffered from his spending money as he 
has. The estate has been the one thing he hasn't bled. 
When his difficulties got too big for him he sold it" 

" Yes, and he sold it to me, and I paid him a hi^ier 
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price ttuiD I need have done, because I never bargain 
beyond a certain point. What right haa he, I should like 
to know, to behave as if he were atiU master here, after 
taking my money? " 

" I shouldn't say he behaved as if be was master. Bat 
he's making trouble with the tenants, and if you hadn't 
beard about it already, I should have told yon. I served 
him loyally when he owned Kemsale, but I'm not going 
to stand by and see him making mischief when be onght 
to keep clear of the place altogether." 

" Well, we won't waste time in discussing him. If be 
goes too far, he'll find that I'm a pr^ty good fighter, and 
he may come to feel sorry for interfering. In the mean- 
time you can tell him this. Fuller. I've every disposition 
to treat the old tenants on the place well, but I've no inten- 
tioa of binding myself by his rules. If he likes to stir 
them up against me he'll be doing them the worst disservice. 
It ong^t not to be difficult to see that. I shouldn't have 
any qoalma about getting rid of anybody who was really 
set against me, if it suited me to do so otherwise. If they 
are well-disposed I should think twke about it Now as 
to this man, Davis, at Pmnts. It's a difficult qoestion, and 
if Lord Meadsbire has been interfering there it won't 
have made it any easier. And yet i^s not so difficult if it's 
locked at squarely. All that you've told me about the 
family growing wheat as a tradition strikes me as simply 
childish, and no man in his senses would expect a new 
owner to consider that for a moment But I'm ready to 
consider their long tenancy, and in my view that's a big 
concession, because Points is the farm that I should prefer 
to cut up, for one thing, and if I didn't I'd rather have a 
younger man there, and one who was less likely to be 
prejudiced against a new departure. I'll stand a certain 
amoont of gambling and'difficnlty from this Mr. Davis, but 
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I won't stand more than a ccrtftin smonnt. If fae vuits to 
keep on where he and his family have always lived bell 
have the chance to do so, and I shan't expect too mneh 
from an old man. Bat hell have to give np his whest and 
take to dairying, which, after all, as yonVe told me, his 
own forbears nsed to carry on. That's the long and the 
short of it. If he likes to do that hell have all the help 
we can give him, and he can stay on at Points as long 
as he lives, and his son can stay on after him. If he's 
fool enough to stand oat against the challenge, he can go. 
It will be his choice and not mine." 

" That's fair enough," said Fuller. " And If yon're 
ready to make allowances for the old fellow's gmmbling 
a bit at the change, I dare say Points will settle itself 
quite comfortably. The. son is sensible, and well-educated 
too. He may take to the idea quite kindly. Do yon wont 
me to talk to them about it now, and to the other tenants? 
We shall have to tackle them all separately." 

" I want yon to come round with me and introduce me 
to them. I'U talk to them all myself. Well go to Points 
this afternoon." 
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CHAPTER XVin 

VXBSUASIOS 

Thk two men set out early in die afternoon on their tonr 
of inspection. The road to Oanton kept for two or three 
miles npon the level on which Eemsale was situated, and 
showed wide views of the country beneath it Then it 
wound round in a northward curve, always dropping a little 
until the hill died away gently down to the wide gap where 
GantoD was situated, upon the other side of which the 
hills rose again. Through this gap flowed a respectable 
river; broad high roads from the three valleys centred in 
the town, and aloAg each of the valleys ran a line of rail. 
Several times the car was stopped at a vantage point 
from which wide stretches of country conid be seen, and 
the owner of a great part of it studied it eagerly, his mind 
now firmly set upon his scheme, in which his agent was 
also becoming more and nrore interested. It waa inspiring 
to go into an affair with such a man as this, for whom diffi- 
cnlties exTsted only to be overcome, and who impressed one 
with the conviction that anything he undertook he would 
carry on to success. It was gratifying too to feel that there 
was money behind it all, as much Winey as wonld be needed 
to start everything on a handsome scale; so much of this 
particular agent's work, as of many others, having been 
directed towards husbanding money everywhere. Armitage 
Brown had mode it quite clear tJiat his way would be not 
to spore money <m the first outlay. The profusion with 
which it wonld be supplied waa expected, as it seemed, to 
mark the measure by whidi it would be retunied later on. 



bv Google 



288 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

There was a largeness about his ideas that gave confidence, 
which was increased by the convictJon that he knew very 
well what he was" about, and that hia agent need have no 
fears in soggestiiig expenditure. i 

Where the road began to bend round the spur of the 
hill, and the land upon which the experiment was firit 
to be tried came into view, they got out of the car, and 
stood for some time leaning over a gate by the side of the 
road. Armitage Brown had never leaned over a gate in his 
life before. It was an initiation. 

" I haven't an eye for land," he said — "not yet, though 
I think I shall get it; but it does look to me as if this was 
a natural grass country. The graas that is there seems to 
be the right thing, somehow, with all those brooks and 
willows, and I don't see that any of those big ploughed 
fields that cut into it have any particular reason to be 
there." 

" There's a great deal more grassland on the other ride 
of the hill, all round Kencote," said Fnller. " We might 
go round that way if there's time when we come back; I 
should like you to see it. It's just the sante sort of country 
as this, but it hasn't been cat up nearly so much." 

"Kencote! That's Mr. Clinton's land, isn't it? Does 
he go in for dairying? " 

" No; more for stock, I think. He has a fine herd of 
Herefords on his home farai. They've only been going 
in for them for a few years, but they've won a lot of 
prizes. It has been Captain Clinton's bobby, I fancy." 

" Well, that sounds as if they aren't altogether asleep. 
Are Herefords good milking cattle?" 

"No; they're more for fattening." 

" I sliall learn all about these things by and by. It 
seems to me there's a great deal to learn, Fnller, and a 
great deal to interest one. I must get hold of books, and 
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I must talk to people. Well, we bad better be getting 
on." 

He still lingered tt moment, leaning over tJie top bar of 
the gate. " I shall come and look at this again from here, 
when moat of it's laid down in grass," he said as be 
moved away. 

" There's one thing," said Fnllcr, as they were getting 
into the car, " Eemsale will be popular with the hunting 
people, if it gives them several more miles of grass instead 
of plough." 

Armitsge Brown settled himself in his seat. " Yon don't 
suppose I'm going to have the hunting people galloping 
about amongst my dairy cows, do yon? " he asked. 

It was a dreadful question. Fuller made no attempt to 
answer it, bnt remained very quiet until they came to the 
proposed site of the factory. 

Later in the afternoon they arrived at Points Manor. 
It was a sweet mellowed old house, with few signs of the 
farm about it. It stood near the road; a gat« of wrought 
iron between high pillars of red brick led through a garden- 
court to the front porch, and another gate, at the side, to 
the stable-yard. Beyond that there was a walled kitchen 
garden, and then an orchard, and the farm buildings were 
separated from the house by the width of those amenities. 
It was, as Fuller had indicated, a gentleman's house, but 
the iron gate was padlocked, and the bricks of the garden 
paths wanted weeding. They entered by a side door leading 
into the yard. 

They were shown into a charming faded old-fashioned 
drawing-room, which looked as if it were little used, and 
smelt a little damp, the front of the house facing north. 
Here they were joined by Mrs. Davis, who showed some 
nervousness on her introduction to her husband's new land- 
lord. She was a thin elderly lady, with a refined face; 
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■he wore a cap on her grey hair and a collar of old lace 
over her black gown. She had already sent for her husband 
and her eldest etm, she told them. 

" Yoa have a very nice honse here, Mrs. Davis," said 
Armitagc Brown, as she be^^ed them to be seated, and 
took a chair herself. 

" Yes," she said. " We are the fifth generation of 
Davises to live in it. We did hope, my husband and I, 
that we shonld end our days here." 

"Well, I hope yon will, Mrs. Davis; I hope yon will. 
I have come here to talk over matters with your husband. 
I've left it a good deal longer than I intended to, but I 
only came down on Saturday afternoon, so I've lost no 
time now I am here, yon see." 

Fuller thought that his kindly encouraging tone was 
admirable. No country landholder, bom and bred to the 
game, could have bettered it. He was beginning to think 
that he need have worried himself much less than he had 
done about his employer's willingness to take the personal 
factors of landowning into account. The thought crossed 
bis mind, as he saw Mrs. Davis's rather melaocboly face 
brighten at this speech, that personal factors existed in 
every kind of boriness, and that Armitage Brown would 
not have had the success that was his unless he had known 
how to deal with men. He felt some interest in sitting by 
and seeing bow he would deal by himself with the situation 
here. 

He seemed, at any rate, to know exactly how to deal with 
Mrs. Davis, who talked to him quite freely during the ten 
minutes or so that elapsed before her husband and son 
came into the room. Nothing more was said about the 
future, which was somewhat of a triumph in itself; for it 
had seemed as if the poor quiet lady had ^rded herself 
to talk about nothing else, and to exercise whatever small 
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power she might possess to avert the stroke that was hang- 
ing over her home. She conld not, perhaps, have been 
directed from her intention hj an obvious avoidance of ihe 
nibject; bnt she was enconraged to talk about the Davis 
forbears, and their connection with Points, which had so 
important a bearing upon the question that she probably 
never realised that its application was avoided altogether. 

Mr. Davis and his son came in together. The^ were a 
striking-looking pair. The old man — very tall and very 
upright, white-haired, clean-shaven except for a clipped 
moustache, dressed in well-cat homespnn, gaitered — would 
have been a king of the soil in any new country, where 
men who work the land own it. This idea came to Armitage 
Brown, who had lately been in Canada as well as the States, 
as' fae shook hands with him. And his son, who was post 
his first yoDth, was like him, with the same strong well- 
knit frame, and the same qniet air of dignity. Their 
greeting was conrteons, but nnsmiling. It showed watch- 
fnlnesa, perhaps to the extent of suspicion, if not hostility. 

" I have been telling Mr. Brown all abont the long line 
of Davises that have lived in this house ever since it was 
built, and he has very kindly said that we are mistaken in 
having supposed that it was his wish to bring it to an end." 

It was an attempt, not without pathos in the way in which 
the statement was delivered, to gain an advantage at the 
start, or to show that the advantage had already been 
gained. Fuller, somewhat taken aback by its hardly justi- 
fied terms, wondered whether they would be corrected. 

But they seemed to be accepted without question. " I 
should be very sorry to bring such a line to an end," Armi- 
tage Brown said at once, " especially now I have seen the 
promise it shows of going on." He looked towards the 
younger man, who dropped his eyes, and did not smile. 
The watchfulness was not to he allayed by a graceful word, 
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althoogh if be had knovn how little graceful words were 
in tbe speaker's way, when be was intent upon negotiations, 
be might have wondered what this one betokened. 

The old man, alow of apeech, and perhaps, in some 
respects, of onderatanding, met tbe advance more readily. 
" I am very glad to hear that," he said. " It wonld be 
a sad thing to be tamed oat of this, after so many years, 
and for no fault committed." 

It woald not have been easy to embark upon the neces- 
sary discussion withont first destroying the large assump- 
tions that lay mider this simple speech. But Mrs. Davis 
pat in a word. 

" I told Mr. Brown," she said, " how very anxious we 
have been for the past six montbs. Bat he has very kindly 
explained that he was unable to avoid the delay, and has 
come to us at the first possible moment to settle everything," 

" Yea," said Armitage Brown, " there is a great deal 
to be settled when a property as large as tbia changes 
hands. A new owner isn't to be expected, naturally, to 
carry on everything in the same way as the old owners, 
bat that isn't to say that he wants to upset things for 
the sake of upsetting them. I certainly don't want to do 
that. I want to carry the people who have been settled 
on fbc land here with me, as far as they are ready to go, 
and that's why I have left the re-arrangements that I am 
going to make nntll I could come and talk them over with 
them myself." 

The old man spoke, after a pause that made speech from 
the other side necessary. " A great deal has been said 
lately about experiments on the land that has upset peo- 
ple," he said slowly, " I should be glad to know that 
there's no fear of that." 

"Who has it been said by, Mr. Davis?" 

" It has been tbe general talk all over the estate." 
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" Bnt who started it? I didn't, yon know, and I'm the 
only person who knows what is in my own mind about 
the estate, onleas it is Captain Fuller, and I don't think 
he started it, did he?" 

" No ; Captain Fuller has always said that if we would 
wait till you came back from abroad we should find we 
had been worrying ourselves about nothing." 

" Well, yon haven't chosen to believe Um, apparently. 
And yet he's my agent, and the only man who could speak 
with any authori^ about me. Who have yon chosen to 
believe instead ? " 

" It has been said constantly all over tbe estate that 
there wonld be experiments tried that wouldn't do us any 
good, and that if we didn't choose to fall in with them, 
and give up all that our experience has tanght us, we should 
be turned out neck and crop." 

Fidler noticed the flash of annoyance that passed over 
Armitage Brown's face. John Davis, the younger, prob- 
ably noticed it too, although it was gone in a moment 
He spoke for the first time. " It wouldn't be fair to go by ' 
rumour, not based upon anything," he said. " It was his 
lordship who told us we must look oot for trouble." 

Armitage Brown turned to him quickly. " So I under- 
stand," he said. " And I ahoold like to ask you whether 
you think it is likely that I should have spoken about my 
plans to his lordship ? " 

" I don't know that he ever said more than that it was 
likely to happen, sir." 

" Why should he have said as much as that? He knows 
nothing aboat it I've never spoken to him. Until yester- 
day in church I never set eyes on him. The fact is, his 
lordship has been trying to raise up prejudice against me, 
and if you talk about fairness, I shonid like to ask you 
iriiether you think thai is fair. I've bought Kemsale from 
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him, yon knoir, and paid him a very big price for it. lie's 
had his money, and has got rid of all his responsibilities. 
I've taken them on. Don't yon think he onght to have 
been carefnl not to make difficolties for me over them i " 

" If it's not tme that eiperiments are going to be tried 
on the land, I don't think he onght to have said so," said 
John Davis nnwilllngly. 

Bnt even this admission was too mnch for his father. 
" His lordship, yon might say, is a friend of onrs," he 
said. " We've lived in the place so losg that I think he 
would let Ds call him that, and he has always behaved as 
such. He is very mnch blamed for what he has done since 
he sncceeded, hot whatever he has done it is himself that 
he has hnrt, and not us. It is not for ns to blame him. 
I think we had better leave his name ont" 

" Very well, Mr. Davis," said Armitage Brown, and 
now his tone was harder. " As I understand your attitnde. 
Lord Meadshire is your friend, and I am not to be allowed 
to COiflplain of his trying to persuade you that I am yonr 
enemy, althoagh I take the trouble to assure yon that he 
knows nothing whatever aboot me. But it doesn't give us 
very encoaraging ground to stand on as landlord and tenant, 
does it? " 

Poor Mrs. Davis did not understand it all very well, bnt 
she saw with dismay that the favourable atmosphere she 
had created seemed to be changing. " I'm sure, if Mr. 
Brown assures us that Lord Meadshire has been mistaken," 
she said, " we are ready to accept that, kind as Mr. Brown 
has shown himself to be." 

" We had better hear what Mr. Brown wants of us, my 
dear," said her hnsband, not yielding an inch. 

Bnt his son saw more clearly than he did, and pnt in 
his word too. " Mr. Brown can have no objection to our 
keeping on friendly terms with Lord Meadshire. But he 
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is not ODT landlord any longer, and ve onght not to let 
what be says come between as and Mr. Brown." 

" I'm glad yonVe said that," said Armitage Brown, 
" for it was beginning to look as if I w^s going to waste 
my time talking at all, and I'm not a man who likes to 
waste time. I said wbat I did about Lord Meadsliire not 
in the least because I care for what he says abont me, bnt 
because I wanted yon to understand quite plainly that he 
has done nothing — nothing whatever — to dispose me well 
towards his old tenants. Whatever he has done has been 
with the object of setting ns against one another. You 
may reconcile that with his friendship for yon just as yoo 
please. That's your bnsiness. But it is me yoo have to 
deal with, and if I am ready to give you as much considera- 
tion as one man can give to another, as indeed I am" — 
he was addressing the old man now — " well, it's a matter 
between me and you, and, as your son says. Lord Mead- 
shire and bis way of doing things don't come into it" 

His direct dominant speech was beginning to tell. The 
old farmer was influenced little enough by his world-wide 
reputation as a great figure in finance; to him he was only 
a new rich man likely to make great mistakes in the busi- 
ness of landholding, and a very inferior substitute in every 
way for those whom be had dispossessed. Bat he recog- 
nised unwillingly bis quality of mastership, and he had 
been bred through long generations to accept mastership 
from the men who held just the one position towards him 
that this man held, though without loss of dignity on his 
own part. 

" It is my duty," said the old man with grave courtesy, 
" and I shall hope to make it my pleasure, to stand well 
with my landlord, as I have always done. And I thank 
yon, sir, for your statement that you wish to stand well 
with me." 
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" I do wi§h that," asid ArmiUge Brown. " I have come 
here to yon, fint, as the oldest tenants on the estate, at 
the earliest pouible moment to tell jou so. And also to 
tell yon what m; plans with regard to this part of the 
property are. They are such that I look to jon particnlarly 
to help me hi, and such that I think I can hold ont to 70a 
the prospect of larger returns than yon con have had from 
your farm for a good many years back." 

" Wheat is not what it was in my father's or my grand- 
fatiier's time," said the old man, " but it is looking op 
again, and I think It is likely to look np still farther." ■ 

" I don't want yon to go on growing wheat. I am going 
in for dairying on a large scale. I am prepared to spend 
a large sum of money on it, and I want the men who hold 
land from me hereabouts to go In for it with me. They 
will have no initial expenditure of their own, and they will 
be compensated — those who choose to stay on — for any 
temporary loss that they may be put to, just as if they 
had previously held their farms vnder me, and I were not 
beginning here entirely afresh. Now I understand very 
well — I have gone into it thoroo^ty with Captain Fuller 
— that to change Points Farm from one where wheat is 
chiefly grown to a dairy farm goes against the traditions 
yon have carried on for some generations; bnt I also 
understand, Mr. Davis, that before your family took their 
lead in wheat-growing they were big doiry-formera,' here at 
Points: so I think that any natural disappointment yon may 
feel at changing your ways to that extent may be fairly 
balanced by knowing that you're only going bock to a still 
older tradition of your family." 

The old man sighed deeply; the young one frowned. 
What was all this bat one of the wild ignorant experi- 
ments that they had been warned against, that they had 
yet begun to hope would not be tried after oU? 
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" I nndentood 70a to say, sir, that Lord Meadshtre was 
mistaken in aaying that 70D would want to change erery- 
thing round here," said John Dftvis. 

" I said that Lord Meadshire knew nothing whatever 
abont what I wanted to do. But what do 70a call changing 
everything ronnd? How much am I wanting to change, 
here at Points, and bow much am I desiroos of leaving as 
it isP There are two things, I take it, that connt with 
you. One is staying on in the honse that has been yours 
for nearly two huidred years, the other is carrying on 
yonr farming as yon've carried it on for abont a hundred. 
Which counts for most? " 

Again he began with the yonnger man and ended with 
the older, and the old man answered him with prond resig- 
nation. " If I've got to change all my ways, sir, at the 
end of fifty years of work, and my experience is to go for 
nothing, I may as well leave the old house at once. I'm 
too old to be^ again." 

" Is wheat the only thing that yon have learnt to grow 
in fifty years, Mr. Davis? We have jnst come through 
your land, and I noticed that a good deal of it was pastuie, , 
and we stopped for a moment to look at a herd of cows. 
Do you know nothiog about dairying at all? " 

" Oh, Indeed," said Mrs. Davis, " we have been very 
proud of our dairy. Next to the wheat it has been the 
chief thing with us. When I was younger and could do 
more myself, I looked after it entirely, and it ts still a 
model dairy for Its sixe." 

" There yon are ! " said Armitage Brown in good- 
homoured trimnph. " t thon^^ I bad come to the right 
place to get advice upon details. Mr. Davis, I expect you 
know just as much about dairying as about wheat-growing, 
and I think when I've told you a little more abont the 
scheme I have worked out, yon won'^ after all, find it 
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■nch a terrible thing to make one rather than the other yonr 
chief interest. I don't wsnt yon to give up wheat-growing 
altogether, yoa know." 

The old man gathered himself together. " I hope fon 
won't take amiss what I am going to aay, sir. I mean 
no disrespect to yon, bat yon are a man many years yonnger 
that I am. As I nnderstand, yon bare been engaged in 
business in the City of I.ondon all yoor life, and have 
grown rich on it. And now yon come Into the country in 
middle-life and want to teach their bnsiness to men who 
learnt it long before yon were bom, and had it in their blood 
and bones before thejf were bom. I ask you fairly, now, 
which is likely to know more about farming — you or I ? " 

" I'll answer your question, Mr. Davis, and then I'll 
ask yon one. If yon were to pnt me down in the smallest 
possible farm you could find, I abonldn't begin to luiow 
how to work it Now is that a straight answer to your 
question ? " 

" Yes, sir. I think you've answered everything. If 
you admit that, then yon bad better let me go on doing 
the best I can for yon, as I did the best I could for those 
who came before yon. For I do know how to work a farm, 
and so does my son." 

" But wait a minute. I've got a question to ask yon first. 
Yon said just now that I had been working all my life in 
the City of London, and had grown rich on it. That's 
true; and I began without a penny, and, as you say, I'm not 
old yet. And how do yon suppose I made my money? Ill 
answer that question for you myself. No money is made, 
Mr. Davis, in the City of London, or anywhere else, that 
does not come, if you trace it back far enough, either from 
exploiting land or from exploiting labour. A few years 
ago I made a great deal of money out of rubber. What do 
I know about rubber-growing? I have never seen a mbber- 
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tree. Bnt I made it my business, and worked very hard 
at it, to know exactly what a given rubber plantation was 
worth. That's why I not ooly made money when other 
people were making it, bnt went on making it after other 
people had begun to lose. A month or two ago, when I 
was in America, I heard something about Umber In Canada, 
and I went oat to the west of Canada to see for myself. 
What do I know abont timber? I donbt if I could tell you 
the names of a dosen English trees if yoa were to show 
them to me. But I stand to make a great deal of money 
ont of what I foand out abont timber. Hare you ever 
heard abont the Wheat- Pit in Chicago, Mr. Davia? Wheat 
is your family tradition. Some of your forbears grew rich 
on growing wheat in the good times. Did any of them 
ever make three thonsand pounds in ten minutes ont of 
selling wheat? Because that's what I did the other day 
in Chicago. I bad had a little piece of information given 
me, and I turned it into money. All the' work I did in 
connection with it didn't take me more than ten minutes, 
and I ran no greater risk than you would run from a bad 
harvest — not so much, because as far as I had to know 
something I knew it exactly. And now I come to my ques- 
tion. When it's a matter of making money, out of rubber 
or timber or wheat, or anything else yon like to mention, 
which is likely to know most about !t — the man who studies 
their growth, or the man who studies their value? " 

There was silence. Fuller broke it, speaking for the 
first time. " I've never heard a subject dealt with in « 
better way than that," he said. " It's as clear as daylight, 
Mr. Davis, and if Mr. Brown won't mind my saying so, 
it's a great compliment on his part to tell ns these things. 
What he has told us is exactly how he has made his great 
fortune. It's by taking a lot of pains to find out where 
opportunities lie, and then taking them. Well, he's found 
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an opportcnity here, and I can tell you this, that he's 
already taken sncb a lot of pains about it, that there's no 
room for mistake. And what he's offering you is to go in 
with him, and to go on living here at Points into the bair- 
gain. I should take the chance if I were you. There 
Aren't many who wouldn't be glad of it" 

The old man still looked troubled, and the old lady 
bewildered, but the young man, who had listened with in- 
creasing interest, now spoke, in a more alert voice tiian 
he had used before. " If Mr. Brown has a well-worked- 
out scheme by which money can be made out of dairying 
— I suppose it would be on a large scale from the way he 
haa Spoken — and we are invited to come into it, then I 
for ray part do take it as a compliment that he has come 
to us in the spirit that he has. For I suppose, as far as 
he is concerned, he would just as soon have new people 
here to work with him as not" 

Armitage Brown tamed round to him sharply. " Ah, 
now yon see it," he said. "Well, you may judge how 
much of a compliment I've paid you, when I tell yon that 
I've never in my life taken as much trouble to interest any- 
body Id anything I've taken in hand. It's a great many 
years since I've taken that sort of trouble at alL I've had 
to keep off the people who wanted to come in with me 
instead of persuading them. I've taken trouble with you " 
— and now he had turned to the old man once ^lore — 
" becaose I don't want you to leave this house, where yon 
have been so long. It's not a matter of business at all; 
it's a matter of sentiment. If it were a matter of business 
I would start everything afresh, as your son quite rightly 
jndges. I should make a great deal more money for 
myacU if I took over all the farms I want to bring into 
the scheme, and pot in men to work them nnder a manager. 
But t don't look for more than a fair return on my capital 
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out of this particular scheme. I want others to benefit b7 
it — the people oo the land, and the more of them the better. 
They will nse their knowledge, and I shall use mine; we 
shall work in together. Now, Mr. Daris, I've put it fairly 
before you ; it's for jou to choose. Are 70a going in with 
me? " 

The old man hesitated for a moment, and then said 
quietly: " I'm ready, sir, to hear aboot the sdieme yon have 
spdten of." 



:.bv Google 



CHAPTER XE£ 

KEH8ALE BECTOET 

All sailors are said to love a horse. Frank Clinton, who 
bad been brought np to look upon horses as affording the 
chief pleasures open to mankind, was no exception. When 
his periods of leave had coincided with the hunting season, 
he had reckoned it an onsatiafactor; week in which at 
least five days bad not been spent in the saddle; and even 
in this hot premature summer he found some excmse nearly 
every day for betaking himself somewhere on horseback. 
He had learned lately that a shipmate, also on leave, was 
to be found at Eemsale Rectory, and set out one morning 
to visit him there. 

It was a ten-mile ride, and he enjoyed every moment 
of it. He was a young man cut out for the enjoyment 
of the moment. Whatever he had to do he did as well 
as he could and interested himself in it; he was a capable 
and thoroughly reliable officer, though not a brilliant one. 
His days were contented, wherever he spent them, because 
be was not always looking forward to better ones. So 
when the better days came he was more than contented; 
they were not spoilt by regret, nor by the hampering sense 
of their coming to an end. He had no debts, no personal 
worries, no ambition except to rise steadily in the service, 
which he was doing, and no keen desires unlikely to be 
fulfilled. As he trotted along the country roads and lanes, 
and occasionally cantered upon grass, whistling to himself, 
and cracking the long lash of hii hmiting crop at the 

Ma 
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dogs that accompanied him, he was the entirely free and 
happ7 man. 

He stayed to limcheon, or rather early dinner, at Kern- 
sole Rectory, and was treated as an hononred gnest. 
Charles Sheard, wlw had lately served on the same sliip 
as himself in the Pacific Station and come home at the 
same time, vas a junior lieutenant, while he was a senior 
one, and visitors of Frank Clinton's particular quality 
were a new experience in this family. 

It may also be said that this family was a new experi- 
ence to Frank Clinton. Those who belong of old-estab* 
Ushed right to the world of big country houses are liable 
to gaps in their social knowledge. Tfaey are familiar with 
the lives of the poor, but not with the lives of those who 
come between the labouring and the professional classes. 
Rectories and vicarages they know, where there is apt to 
be genteel poverty; but the rectories and vicarages of Soutli 
Ueadshire were filled for the most part with families whose 
ways differed little, except sometimes in respect of money 
at command, from those of the coontry-honse families. The 
Sheards came from different surroundings altogether. 
Neither Mr. Sheard nor his wife were by birth what the 
Clintons of the world wogid have called gentlefolk; Mr. 
Sheard's profession had raised him a social step, although 
that had been very far from his object in embracing it, 
and the step had not been marked in the place in which 
his clerical life bad hitherto been spent, except by the 
success of his sons, who had also entered the professional 
classes one after the other. The good man wanted this 
kind of success for his children, made sacrifices for it, and 
was proud of it when it came. For himself he wanted 
nothing of it, and, other things being equal, would have 
preferred to do the work on which his mind was set 
amongst the people from whom he had sprung. It was 
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a calm J07 to him to be pnt Into poflseaaioii of this large 
house and its beantifa) snrroiuidmgB, and the comfortable 
income of which he would never wa«te a penny. But 
he had no ides of presenting himself before the world at 
anything other than what he was. The large house made 
no demands upon him to live np to its standard; it was 
made to adapt itself to his. His parish was his sole social 
unit; DO concessions were made to ontside claims. He had 
not considered it necessary^ to have anything, however 
modest, in the elaborate stables, " to get about in "; he did 
not wish to get about. He did not claim an equality with 
neighbouring squires, or socially even with nei^bonring 
parsons ; their ways were not altogether his ways, and his 
ways were sufficient for hint. It followed, therefore, that 
he was Invulnerable to the snobbery that attaches itself to 
so many country parsonages. The kind of criticism that is 
brought to bear upon a man bom below a certain stratum, 
and lacking the conventional education that may hide it, 
did not touch him, because he accepted those facts about 
himself and was not ashamed of them. His manhood was 
revealed; it was his only standing-ground — that and his 
religion. 

Charles Sheard was in liie garden when Frank rode op. 
His sister was with him, but she had disappeared before 
Frank dismounted, being at the age of sudden disappear- 
ance before the unfamiliar. Charles Sheard was the typical 
sailor, short and stubby like his father, with a pleasant 
open face — more typical than Frank, wbo waa tall and 
fair, and except that he was clean-shayen, wore an air 
more military than naval, especially in his smart riding- 
clothes. They went round to the empty stobles together, 
but when Charles Sbeard insisted that Frank should stay 
to lunch, they went down to the village inn, so that the 
horse could also have refreshment, of which the rectory 
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■tables were now denuded. Frank had intended to go on 
to the Herons' Nest for lunch, but he bad caught si^tt 
of Charles's sister,* before her disappearance, and had the 
saUor's interest in a pretty girl. Anne was pretty enough 
to make him quite willing to change Iiis plan. 

" I haven't been to this house since I was a boy," said 
Frank, as they walked up the rectory drive again. " A 
sort of cousin of Qiine was rector here then, but he died 
when I was on the Britannia." 

" I expect yooll find it a good deal altered," Mid 
Charles. " We lived in a vfery small house before we came 
here, and our gear doesn't make much of a show. I'll 
just take you to see my father, and then we might go 
out in the garden till dinner's ready." 

The square hall, which in Compton's time had been 
furnished luxuriously as an extra sitting-room, was almost 
entirely bare. There was a square of oilcloth in the middle 
of it, and a stand for coats, hats, and mnbrellas against 
one of the walls, and that was all, except a large almanac 
pinned to another wall. The door leading into what had 
been Compton's large book-room was open, and revealed 
a still more complete desolation, for the shelves that sur- 
rounded it were all empty, and it contained nothing but 
some packing-cases and a few odds and ends of fnrnishings 
that had not yet found th^r place. 

" This is a jolly room," said Charles, pausing at the 
door. " It will be the drawing-room some day, but it 
would have to be repapered and the shelves taken down; 
and there isn't enongh furniture for it at present" 

" Yes, it's a fine room," said Frank, somewhat taken 
aback by the poverty that his friend accepted as so natural 
a state of things. He followed him down a passage and 
into a small room looking out on to the garden, in which 
Mr. Sheard sat at his desk, snrronnded conveniently enough, 
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if somewhat aaaterely, bj the books and otber accessories 
of his calling. A large picture of a fonr-masted ship with 
all her sails set farmed a somewhat incongraons omameiit 
above the mantelpiece, and Mr. Sbeard referred to it after 
the introductions had been made. 

" I see you're looking at the old Orion, Mr. Clinton," 
be said. " I made jnst twenty voyages in her, oat by the 
Cape to Australia and hack round Cape Horn. She was 
one of the fastest wool dippers afloat ; we only missed doing 
the record passage home by fourteen hours. I like to 
think sometimes that I was a sailor once; a real sailor) 
yoQ know. I was never in steam during all tfae thirty-two 
years I followed the sea." * 

"I sappose no seaman coold say that now, could he?" 

"Very few, I should think. When I first went to sea, 
a great many battleships only had auxiliary screws, and 
I rather think there were some of the old wooden ships 
still on duty here and there without any steam at alL" 

"They don't make sailors of us now," said Frank; 
" we're all mechanicians." He was inclined to like this 
rather onasual kind of rector, with his simple speedi and 
his years of hard seafaring life behind him. " I'd like to 
hear about some of your voyages, Mr. Sbeard," he said. 
" Yoa get a bit of a draught round the Horn sometimes, 
don't yoa ? " 

" If you start father on that subject he'll never have 
done," said Charles. 

" But well have some yams, all the same, later on," 
said Mr. Sbeard. " You're going to keep Mr. Clinton to 
dinner, aren't you, Charles? If you take him into the 
garden now, I'll come out to yon when I've finished what 
I have to do. I shan't be long." 

Neither of them was interested enough in a garden to 
care to inspect this one. They sat under a tree and 
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■moked. Each of tbem wna readjusting his view of the 
other. They had hitherto been equals, except ftfr Frank's 
seniority, living the same life and interested in the same 
porsnits. Charles had knovn that Frank, who had a 
larger allowance than most of his shipmates, came from a 
big country honse somewhere; Frrak had known that 
Charles was the son of a clergyman. Photographs and 
cabin adornments indicate these things, as yreU as talk 
abont sport and other doings ashore. Bnt it hod made no 
difference. Now the difference of ori^ seemed very 
marked, and perhaps both of them were looking for signs 
that it was noted in the other. It could not help being 
noted, and there was a slight awkwardness between them 
daring the twenty minntes or so during which they were 
alone together. Bnt at the end of that time each liked 
the other better than he had done before. There was a 
broad simplicity of mind in both of them that based itself 
npon essentials, but shirked nothing. Tbeir previous 
intimacy, which had been fed by their long and close 
proximity in a life in which their interests were the same, 
stood the test where the inflaenoes that affected them were 
widely different. The accidents of environment were seen 
to be nothing; the friendship dog deeper than the accidents. 
William, the yonngest son, came out to them. He was 
something like Charles in appearance, already settling to 
the stocky Sheard breed, although he was not quite eighteen 
years of age. He was something of a problem in the 
family. He had been educated at the big London school 
at which his two elder brothers bad done so well, taking 
it as a spring-board from which to get the scholarships 
and prises that bad made tiieir after education possible 
to them. But William was not a winner of prizes and 
scholarships, though he had worked steadily up to his full 
ahili^. He was great at games, and a personage in the 
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little world of his school; bat that kind of eminence, while 
it may earn results at a later educational stage, has to be 
supported at his age, and the support was not available 
here. He would have been allowed to stay at school for 
another year if his father had not moved away from Lon- 
don, but there was not enough money to keep him there as 
a boarder, unless it had been worth while for the sake of 
rewards tiiat woald carry him on a stage further. He was 
at present " resting " at home, until a career should be 
decided for him, and enormonsly enjoying the change to 
a country life. 

He was shy and awkward, and badly dressed, in a mneh- 
wom black jacket, trousers too short for him and bagging 
at the knees, and his school cap on the back of his head; 
just the figure that might test Frank Clinton's ability to 
pierce beneath the surface; for his own brothers, as school' 
boys of matare age, two at Eton and one at Winchester, 
had presented a very different appearance, and acquired 
a very different manner. . He passed the test. Young 
William found no difficulty in talking to him — village 
cricket was the subject for the moment — and as he fal- 
lowed him indoors later threw a look almost of hero- 
worship at him, so easy is it for an older man by a little 
kindness and attention to arouse the admiration of youth. 

Mrs. Sheard and Anne were in the dining-room, to 
which the fomiture that had been transferred from the 
tbirteen-by-twelve apartment at Melbury Park gave the 
appearance of a large stage inadequately set. Mrs. Sheard 
still bore the appearance of a sea-captain's wife; Anne 
was much prettier than Frank had taken her to be on 
his first glimpse of her. She was as tall as her brothen 
and her father, which with her youthful slimness gave her 
the appearance of height in which they were conspicuously 
lacking. Her face was demure and merty at the same 
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time; her eyea were on the lc»k-oat for l&nghter, and her 
lips ready to follow suit upon the slightest provocatioii; 
bat she could look very grave. There was Bomething 
kitteniah ahont her soft ranndness, but she had the nataral 
grace of her growth besides. A severe critic might have 
deaied to her beauty of a high type, bat must have been 
visited by grave doubts as he did so, wondering whether, 
after all, so sweet a face could have been improved upon 
by featarcB or profile. 

The maid, who with a man for the garden and for odd 
jobs took the place of Compton's indoor and oatdoor 
staff of nine, bronght in an Irish stew, and after it an 
apple tart. There was beer to drink for the men, and at 
dessert, which incloded one or two rare edibles from dis- 
tant climes, Mr. Sheard brought out some very ancient rum. 
There were fiowers on the table, massed chiefly in a heavy 
piece of presentation plate in the centre. The slight air 
of festivity afforded by these arrangements was no doabt 
due to Frank's appearance as a guest. There was a little 
ice to be broken at first with Mrs. Sheard, but it soon 
thawed under his natnral geniality, and be had her laugh- 
ing and enjoying herself long before the remains of the 
Irish stew were exchanged for the apple tart. Her pretty 
daughter had inherited her dimpled merriment from her, 
and It was a relief to the good lady to give vent to it in 
these broader surroundings, for of late years she had had to 
play a part to which she was not altogether suited. 

Anne was, of course, brought into the conversation. 
Frank turned to her more than was absolutely necessary 
for the sake of seeing her pretty face break into smiles, 
her lips apart, and the white teeth show tbemselves, while 
the sweet little trill of laughter came, with the head 
slightly thrown badi, and the dimples showed themselves 
on rounded chin and cheek in the most entrancing fashion. 
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If Frank exerted himself to produce these attractire ez- 
hiUtions, and took more and more pleasure in them each 
tune, he was not only gratifying himself, as it appeared. 
There was an admiring tendemess shown towards this 
pretty child by her father and moUier and brothers alike. 
She was the flower of the family, greatly loved and cher- 
ished. Her father's rugged face grew wonderfully soft 
when he looked at her; she was sitting next to him, and 
once or twice be pnt out his hand on to hers as it rested 
on tbe table. Her mother once rebuked her for talking too 
much, but the last thing that her tone and her smile de- 
manded was that her rebuke stiould be acted upon. Charles 
encouraged her by an occasional dry word of chaff. Wil- 
liam was the only one who looked at Frank more than be 
looked at her, and Frank's undisgoised admiration of 
her seemed to gratify him exceedingly, so that when 
he did look at Anne it was with new admiration of his 
own. 

The talk that broug^ them all in ip this happy way 
was founded npon the experiences of distant seas and 
countries that tbe three men had eitjoyed, and that had 
always held open for this family a window towards a larger 
brighter world than the one they inhabited. When it drifted 
nearer home, Anne took little part in it, but her eyes were 
upon Frank almost as much as William's, who sat next 
to her. 

William was In the seventh heaven of delight There 
had been mention of a trout-fishing expedition that Frank 
and Charles had made in New Zealand. Frank had asked 
Charles to come over for a day's fishing at Kencote, and had 
extended the invitation to William. The happy boy, cut out 
by nature for every country pursuit, but condemned hitherto 
to the uncongenial restraints of the town, saw a glamourous 
new life opening up before him, and his feelings towards 
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Frank had flowered into something like adoration already. 
" Oh, we'll pnt you into the way of it," Frank said, " and 
there are plenty of rods at Kencote. Plenty of trout, too, 
though they're not the monsters that Charles and I caught 
in New Zealand. Who flahes here, by the by? There's 
some good water at Kemsale." 

" I don't believe anybody does," said Charles. " William 
and I were looking at the fish the other day. We'd half 
made np onr minds to ask Mr. Brown if we might bare 
a try some evening." 

" I don't know about that," said his father. " Mr- 
Brown is BO kind that I shouldn't care to ask him for 
anything that he didn't offer himself." 

The attribution of this particular quality to the arch- 
miUionaire, of whom he had formed qaite a different idea, 
was a surprise to Frank. " Is be behaving well — Annitage 
Brown? " he asked. " There are all sorts of stories flying 
about the country." 

" He has shown the utmost kindness to as," said Mr. 
Sheard gravely. " The dlfScnlty has been to prevent him 
doing more than a man of independence wants another man 
to do for him." 

" I'm glad to hear be is like that," said Frank. " Eem- 
■ale coming into new hands is a great change for us in these 
parts." 

" Kemsale is a very fine bouse," said Mrs. Sheard. " We 
all stayed there for a week whUe we were moving in, except 
Charles, who was with his godfather." 

The good lady had been enormously impressed by Kem- 
sale, which was quite different from anything she bad ever 
known before, or dreamt of as likely to come into her 
experience. She had not been altogether comfortable there, 
although Mrs. Brown and Aunt Millie had taken to her, 
and done their best to make ber so. It had been too great a 
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cluDge. But she liked to think about it all, and bad written 
many letters to reUtioiiB and intimate friends on tbe 
sabject 

" It's the largeit hoose in these parts," said Frank. " It 
was quite a shock to me when tb^ wrote and told me it 
had been sold." 

" I suppose yon knew it, Mr. CUntoa, when Lord Mead- 
shire lived there." 

" Oh, yes. He's my cousin, yon know, I knew H best 
when I was a boy, and his grandfather was alive. He was 
a dear old boy, and was always getting as over here and 
doing things for us. He was the great man in these parts 
too, and one wonld never have thought It possible that Eem- 
sale ahonld ever come to an end as it did. I couldn't 
believe it when I heard it." 

This was an entirely new pcrfnt of view, except possibly 
to Mr. Sheard, who had been diligently going about his 
parish. Mrs. Sheard, certainly, had never thought of Kem- 
sale as having come to an end, in any way. To her it was in 
the full flood of its opulent progression, and she couldn't 
imagine anything more splendid than the figure it cut. 
" It's a very beautiful house," she said again, rather weakly. 

" I suppose yon know my cousin Orace," said Frank to 
Anne. " She is a dear thing. She and I were bom on the 
same day." 

" She has been to see mother, but I wssn't here," said 
Anne. " I have only seen her in church, but I thought she 
looked very sweet. And she was very kind when she came, 
wasn't she, mother?" 

" Yes, she was," said Mrs. Sheard. " She made us wel- 
come to Kemsale. Everybody has done that Everybody 
has been very kind." 

" Do she and Meadshire get on with the new people? " 
asked Frank. 
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" Katie Brown and Mr. Alfred — that's Mr. Brown's son 
-~-know Ladj Grace, and they like her tremendonaiy," said 
Anne. 

" I tbink the two hon^es have not come together yet," 
said Mr. Sheard. " There are certain things upon which 
there has been disagreement; bnt whatever feeling there 
may be, I am sure that it will die down very soon. Lady 
Grace is bo gentle and so kind, and onr friends at tbe 
big house are so anxious to treat everybody in the place 
well, that they really want the same things, and can't keep 
apart for long. We shall see them good friends, no doabt, 
very soon, and as Anne says, tbe yonng people up at tbe 
big faoQse have already a great admiration for Lady Grace." 

" Grace isn't capable of bearing enmity to anybody," 
said Frank. " If there is any, it moat be Meadshire who 
is keeping it np. Bnt be never keeps np anything for 
long. Tell me what the yoong Browns are like. Are they 
both here now? " 

He had turned to Anne again. It seemed rather im- 
portant to know on what terms she stood with the young 
Browns — or at least with one of them. 

" Oh, they're very nice," she said, " and very lively. 
We had great fun when we were staying there, and we 
often go np now to play games with them." 

" Yes, they're a godsend," said Charles. " Father, I 
really don't think there would be any harm in asking Alfred 
about the fishing. I expect he would like to fish himself, 
if it were suggested to him." 

" He loves the coontry, and doing everything that peo- 
ple do who live in it," said Anne. " And so do we. I adore 
everything to do with the country ." 

As Frank rode on to the Herons' Nest later in the 
afternoon he found himself wondering how far the inti- 
macy between Alfred Brown and the young people at the 
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rector; had extended. He bad not been &ble, in snbse- 
qnent conversation with Charles, to gather whether Alfred 
showed himself at all enamoared of Anne, as might posdbljr 
have been expected of him under the circumatanceB. He 
could have seen few prettier girls anywhere, and whether 
enamoured or not he was undoubtedly on terms of bright 
companionaUp with her as well as with ber brothers. 
And she liked him; she had said as much herself, with a 
smile of reminiscence at the " fan " they had all bad 
together that had strBck Frank as possibly significant- 
Alfred Brown seemed to be a nice sort of fellow, by all 
accounts; there was no sense in denying that; and the 
enormous wealth at bis back was certainly no drawback to 
him, even if these honest simple Sheards were as little 
affected by wealth as people in their position verj^ well 
could be. Frank came to the conclusion, as he rode up 
the steep road to the Herons' Nest, that it was no bnsiness 
of his, but that it wonld be rather a pity if Alfred Brawn 
fell in love witb Anne Sheard and she with him. But he 
bad no time to explain to himself why it seemed to him that 
it would be rather a pity. 
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THE SEaOJS^ NK8T 

Grace was at home, and ahc was alone. She gave Frank 
the warmeat greeting. The terma they were on were more 
thoae of brother and aiater than b nmal between conains 
of different sexea. Their coasinahip only derived from 
Grace's great-grandfather having married a Clinton from 
Kencote; bnt the proximity of the two honaes, and other 
accidents, had kept the families intimately connected 
through three generationa, and the relatiraship was closer 
tiian it bad ever been. 

" I am so j^ad yon have come over, Frank," Grace said. 
" I hardly saw anything of yon the other day at Eencote, 
and I want to show ym onr new house. But why didn't 
yon come to lunch? Kem has gone off somewhere, and I 
have been 1^ myself all day." 

Frank told her where he had Imiehed, and why. 

" I had no idea Mr. Shcard had a son in the Navy," 
she aaid in some surprise. 

" Charles Shcard told me that his godfather had seen 
him through. They're awfnlly nice people, Grace." 

" I like Mr. Sheard," she said. " I am sure be Is a 
good man. But Kem is furious with James Compton for 
putting him in here." 

"Why?" 

" Well, he did everything in such an extraordinary way. 
He would hardly speak tn Kem after the sale was decided 
upon. I absolutely refused to qnarrel with him myself, 
but he never came near us here, and if I hadn't gone down 
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to the rectory when I heard he wb§ going, he vonldn't even 
have said good-bye. He didn't say good-bye to Kem." 

" But why is Kem annoyed with him for patting Sheard 
in?" 

" He thinks he did it out of spite. I don't think that 
myself, but I think he did go out of his way to find a 
man as unlike himself as possible. I suppose he wanted to 
show us what we had brought upon ourselres." 

She laughed, bnt Frank took the information seriously. 
" Well, I don't want to say anything against a relation 
of yours," he said, "and I hardly knew Compton; bnt 
I'd a great deal rather have the Sheards here than I'd 
have him." 

" I think they will do very well," she said. " Now I 
most show yon all over the honae and the garden." 

It was as charming a honse as anybody coold have wished 
to live in. It was built apon two floors only, and covered 
a lot of ground. There were spacious rooms in it, as well 
as a great many of moderate sise, and the beaatifnl things 
that had been hronght from Kemsale to furnish it had been 
arranged to snch an effect as to give it an air more settled 
than the newness of the greater part of it would hare 
seemed to allow. Kemsale had contained, snch abundant 
riches that nothing had come out of it that was not good 
to see in these new surroundings. The things that Grace 
bad not been able to buy back were not intrinsically better 
than those she and her brother had kept. If she still 
missed them she said nothing about it to Frank, who told 
her that he knew little about these things, bnt tf b!m 
the Herons' Nest seemed more beaatifolly furnished than 
Kemsale had been. 

" There is nothing of very great value here, as there 
was at Kemsale," she said, " but we picked out what we 
liked best, and of course it is more concentrated. I am 
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so gl&i you like it, Frank ; I think we have made a sncceu 
of it. Kem has been very interested. He says he wishes 
be bad let Eeouale and come to live here when be first 
SQCceeded. He likes it ever so mnch better." 

" How M Kem in these days? " asked Frank, 

The way in which he pnt his qnestion made it plain 
to what he referred. He conld talk to Grace aboot it; they 
had talked together about it before. 

" Oh, he has been qnite all right since we came here, 
more than six months ago now," she said eagerly. " I am 
■a deeply thankfnl, Frank. Dear Kem! He has had 
such a lot ta fight against, and he is so kind and good 
when he is entirely himself. I would never have thought 
that be would have been happy and contented living quietly 
here with me for as long as he btts. Do you know that be 
has only slept ont of the house once since we came? He 
went up to London just after Christmas, and I was so 
afraid of what might happen. But he come back the next 
day, and said he liked being h^e better than anywhere. I 
conld have cried for joy. And every month that passes 
makes me hope still more that be is getting over his 
temptations at last. Poor Kem! " 

" That's very good bearing, Grace. What does he do 
with himself?" 

" He is immensely interested in making the garden. I 
should never have thought be would have taken to that, 
bat he works at it with bis own hands. And he is out in 
bis car a great deal. He reads too, which be never did 
before. He seems to enjoy the qnietest sort of life. He 
doesn't even want to have people stay here. And be 
looks ever so mnch better. Now yon must come and see 
the garden, Frank." 

The house was built on a plateau, part natural, part 
excavated from the lock. It faced west, but its chief Uving- 
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roonu were at the back, and opened on to a broad terrace, 
which hung over the gorge. It provided a view of the 
chief fall of water, as well as a glimpse of the blue conntry 
to the sooth throng the gap. It was a surprising aeene 
to come upon in this conntr;. Nothing could be seen close 
at hand from the terrace but rocks and pines, and the 
miniature mountain terrace. It was di£Scalt to imagine 
one's self in the heart of inch a county as Meadsbire. 

Frank exclaimed in admiration. " I didn't remember 
that it was half as jolly as this," be said. "Yon might 
be in the RoclcieB. But where's tbe garden, Grace? " 

" Look over," she said. 

The greater part of the terrace was cut out of the living 
rock. It was bounded by a rough stone wall, and beneath 
this wall paths and steps had been cut out of the rock, 
running here and there along its face and leading down 
to the water at the bottom of the gorge. Here was a nataral 
rock-garden, already gay with drifts and patches of colour. 

" You -must remember that it has only just been planted," 
she said. " Next year the things will have spread tre- 
mendoBsly, and it will be a lovely sight. I don't think 
there will be many rodc-gordens in England to beat it; it 
is all so nataral, aod we can go on with it to any extent. 
Now you must come and look at the Sowers. We have all 
sorts of rarities, and are both getting very learned upon 
how to grow them." 

Frank showed as nmch interest in the flowers as his state 
of ignorance upon such matters allowed, and they went np 
and down the rocky paths and stairs, and then to the upper 
parts of the gorge, where the more ordinary parts of the 
garden lay, or were in the making. " I believe I should 
take to this game myself if I ever settled down ashore," 
was Frank's gratifying comment on what he had bem 
shown, when the inspection was over and they returned to 
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atAta on the terrace. " I think joa'vt done ft awfnlly 
well. On the whole I should lay it was more fan living 
here than at Kemaale." 

Grace sighed. " I sbonldn't feel leaving Kenuale a bit, 
if the Herons' Nest had heen in quite a different part of 
the country," she said. 

" I'm glad it isn't, for our sake. But of course it mnst 
be a bore having those new rich people there, and not bdng 
able to get away from them. What are they really likci 
Grace? The Sbeards can't speak too highly of them." 

She did not answer immediately, and then said, with a 
shade of onwillingness : " I tliink Mr. Sheard 1b a good 
honest hard-working man, and will do well as Rector of 
Kemsale; but being what tbey are they are likely to be 
over-impressed by people like the Browns, who are enoi^ 
monsly rich and rather ostentations; and it is perhaps 
natural that they should wish to keep in well with them." 

Frank looked at her in surprise. " My dear girl," he said, 
" that's the first time I have ever heard yon say anything 
uncharitable abont anybody. They speak in a very differ- 
ent way about yon." 

She blushed and looked deeply distressed. " Oh, I 
don't want to be uncharitable," she said, " but one can't 
help feeling a little sore about certain things. I dou't 
really know thenL I have met the son and daughter, and 
I think they are nice; bat " 

"Oh, I don't mean the Browns; I mean the Sbeards. 
You have quite misunderstood them, Grace. I don't believe 
they'd go an Inch out of their way to keep in with rich 
people, as you say. I should think Sheard was quite as 
independent as Compton, and with very much less to sop* 
port his independence on." 

" Well, I don't want to be nncharitable towards the 
Sbeards either, dear Frank. I don't think I am. Bat one 
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mast look facta in the face. I did find Mrs. Sheard very 
mncb inclined to talk abont the Browns and their grandeur. 
Of her cloaa she is a thoroDghly nice woman, I am sare, and 
it is because of her class that one needn't think much of 
ber talking in a way that would mean something quite 
different if she were of ours." 

It was unpleasant to Frank to have Mrs. Sheard's class 
thus assigned to ber; it reflected on the delightful Anne, 
who would have adorned any class. Nevertheless, Grace's 
logic was unassailable. Mrs. Sheard's innocent wonder- 
ment at the revelations of wealth that had been made to 
ber was only innocuous if she placed herself quite below 
the level on which admiration of wealth would be an ugly 
quality to display. And if she did so place herself, as 
undoubtedly she did, there conld be no offence in accepting 
her own view of herself. 

" I'm quite sore you're wrong in tbinUng that Mrs. 
Sheard, or any of them, would ran after people because 
they are rich," Frank said. " They are very simple people 
in their ways, of coarse; they can't ever have had much 
money, and they're are not ashamed of it I admire them 
for the way they've settled down here exactly as it suits 
them to live. As for these rich Browns, they seem to have 
behaved very well to them, putting them up while they 
were moving, and wanting to do more for them than they 
would accept Charles, my friend, told me that They're 
very careful abont keeping their independence." 

" Well, then, I think I must have been mistaken about 
them, Frank, and I'm sorry I said what I did. They have 
a very pretty daughter. Did yon see ber? " 

" Tes, she was there. I think she's one of the prettiest 
girb I have ever seen. And she admires yon tremendously, 
Grace. She has seen yon in church." 

" I must go and see them again and make friends with 
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her. I love ^onng things, and I'm glad there's a family at 
the rectory. I did like Mrs. Sheard. I don't tJiink I 
should have thought anything of her speaking in the way 
she did abont the Browns if I hadn't wanted not to hear 
about them at all. But I'm beginning to think that one 
won't be able to keep away from them, and one might as 
well make up one's mind to moke the best of them." 

" You've met the son and daughter, haven't yon? Yon 
seem to have made as deep an impression npon them as yon 
have on little Miss Sheard. She told me so. They bad told 
her. It's no nse yonr trying to stand ont against people, 
Grace. They won't let yon." 

" It is very nice to be liked," she said with a smile. 
" I'm afraid I didn't take mnch pains to make y onng Mr. 
Brown and bis sister like me. I was rather stmck with 
both of them, really. The girl is a happy warm-hearted 
little thing, and the yonng man is straightforward and 
amiable. No; I should be quite ready to make friends with 
them. I don't think It would be ao easy with the father 
and mother, and Kem is so np in arms against them abont 
everything, that I think he would throw me over if I 
were to try to." 

At this p<^t Meadshire himself arrived upon the scene. 
His welcome of Frank was almost vodferons. He seemed 
full of life and energy. The impleasant appearance of 
over-indulgence had departed from his face; his eye was 
clear, and, his skin only red from the sun. 

"Well, what do yon think of the rock-garden, Frank?" 
he asked at once. " You've never seen anything like It 
before, I know. It was Grace's idea to begin with, but 
I've carried most of it out. Now we're beginning to get 
onr reward. I tdl yon, I wouldn't he away from it in the 
spring, for long, for any fnn yon conld offer me. I've be- 
come a country potterer, my boy. I go to bed early; I 
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get op early; and all througb the irinter I was slinging 
rocks abont, and working like a navry." 

" It aceniB to have done yon a world of good, Kem. 
You're looking ten years younger than when I saw yoo 
last" 

" Oh, I'm a reformed character. But I'm dcrfog a little 
mischief too. I'm putting spokes in the wheel of Mr. 
Banknotes Brown, who has come down here to upset every 
mortal thing in the place. I tell you, it's quite pathetic 
the way the people cling to me and Grace. I can't do 
much for them now, worse luck, but H makes me feel a 
good boy to go and sit with them and hold dieir hands, and 
listen to all their dismal tales. What do you think the 
fool's doing now? Turning all die tenants out of their 
farms at the Ganton end, and making plans for a great 
butter factory to which they've got to send their milk." 

" Yes, we've heard something abont that at Kencote. 
Bat I don't quite see how they're going to send their milk 
to his factory if he turns them out." 

" Oh, well i he's going to put his own people in. They've 
got to work their farms according to his ideas. A fat 
lot he's likely to know about dairying! When he's made 
a mess of it, and lost a pot of money, you'll see, he'll torn 
out the people he's put in just as sharp as he's turned out 
the others; and hell want to get the right sort of people 
back; and be won't get 'em, unless they're bigger fools 
than he is." 

" He hasn't tnmed everybody out, Kem," said Grace. 
" The Davises are sta}ring on; and the Blokes; and I think 
the Petafers." 

"The Pettifers aren't. I've just been there. They 
asked me what I thought about it all, and I told them. ' I 
wish I'd got a farm of my own to put you in,' I said. ' But 
there are plenty of farms to be taken under landlords who 
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know thefr business, and don't want to play old Harry 
witb tbeir land. If yon do stay,' I said, ' yon employ a 
jolly sharp lawyer and £x the gentleman down in black- 
and-white, BO that when his precions scheme comes to an end 
yon won't get left' However, they're not going to risk 
it. They're leaving. A beasdy shame I call it The 
Pettifeia have been there ever since I was a boy. So have 
the Davises, of course, bnt he seems to have talked them 
toond. John Davis is all for it, and hod the cheek to 
tell me that they expected to do better under Mr. Bank- 
notes Brown than they did under us. That's human nAture, 
I suppose. They've been at Kenuale almost as long as we 
have, made pots of money out of their farm in good times, 
and never had their rent raised a halfpenny. Now we're 
down and no good to them any longer, they go ova bag and 
baggage to the new fellow. I don't want to hear any more 
about the Davises. I've done witb them." 

" Dear Kem, I don't think yon ought to go about stirring 
up people against Mr. Brown," said Grace. " It isn't true 
that he is turning everybody out On other parts of the 
estate most of the farming tenants are being allowed to 
renew their agreements if they wish to, and there has been 
scarcely any change made in the cottages. Miss Merriman 
is staying on at ' The Limes,' and Captain Fuller told her 
that It was by Mr. Brown's wish. So we certainly did him 
an injustice there. The people are settling down, and are 
prepared to see how things will work ont It on^it not 
to be we who upset them." 

But Meadshire would not take this view. " They'll set- 
tle down for a year, perhaps, and then -all the trouble will 
come over again," he said. " This is only the beginning 
of his ridicnlona experiments. He'll be trying for coal 
somewhere, next Besides, I'm not upsetting anybody. 
The peojde all know me, and they're only too pleased to 
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talk. If tbe; aak my advice, I give it to 'am. I can't be 
blamed for tJuL" 

" If yon're not carefnl Tonll have Mr. Brown suing 70a 
for libel, or scandal, or whaterer it is," said Frank. " I 
ahonld leaTC him alone if I were yon, Kem." 
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BECOONITION 

" Now, Mr. Brown, I want to bear all about tliifl dairying 
scbeme of touts. We needn't go Id to the Isdiea jnst yet 
We'll hare it all out. Let me fill your glais." 

The Sqnire had moved down to the other end of the 
table, decanters in hand. The Browns had eome over to 
Kencote to dine, all four of them. Dick and Virginia, 
and Jim Graham and Cicely, hod been asked to meet them. 
It was a party of recognition, and had so far passed off 
fairly well. The Sqnire had seen Mrs. Brown's well- 
decked back pass tbrongh the door with a sense of relief, 
for he had found her very heavy in hand, and Mrs. Clinton 
had not succeeded in establishing relations of any cordiality 
with Armitage Brown. But the younger generation had 
talked and laughed freely enough during dinner. Alfred 
and Katie had justified their inclusion in tfaf parly. 

Armitage Brown passed his hand over his heavy mous- 
tache. He was struck with sudden amusement at being told 
to stand and deliver by this old country sqnire, who had 
treated him with hearty hospitality, but not without a hint 
of condescension. He had become used to being approached 
about bis schanes, but in a very different manner. How- 
ever, as be wanted to talk to Mr. Clinton about this one, 
one method of approach was as good as another. 

It may be supposed that, with his record, he was not 
unversed in presenting a statement in sucb a way as to 
attract those who were already interested in its subject. 
On the financial side of any scheme he could speak with 
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a deameH and anthoritr that was bonnd to carry veight. 
At the end of his preliminary expoaition, which had been 
listened to without interruptjon, he stood before bis hearers 
no longer as the rich Londoner who had been tentatively 
received as a country neigbbonr, to be politely dropped if 
he failed to come np to their mark, but as the man who 
made money as if by magic, which was the way in which 
he was generally regarded by the world ontside. 

The Squire was particularly struck by his speech, and 
the qnalities in him which it revealed. He so seldom came 
into contact with power based upon anything bnt the acci- 
dents that brought the kind which be enjoyed himself; bnt 
he recognised it here. He no longer felt any inclination to 
patronise his guest. He remembered what a reputation 
this man bore, and had been brou^t by the cold mastery 
of phrase he had used to recognise it as effective. At 
the begimiiog of the exposition he had been ready to 
criticise it from every point of view; at the end he was 
feeling rather flattered at being taken into the confidence 
of a great financier, and was searching in his mind for 
points which would display any knowledge that he might 
have of his own. 

Dick and Jim Graham were also Impressed. They had 
already talked the matter over between themselves and 
agreed that whatever the scheme might be it was not likely, 
originated by such a man as this, to fail at its business end; 
which was a considerable admission for men of their preju- 
dices to make. If Armitage Brown was prepared to spend 
a large sum of money in building and equipping a bntter 
factory on the outskirts of Ganton, be had probably satis- 
fied himself that that was a suitable place for it; and, 
assuming that he could obtain his supplies, he was prob- 
ably capable of making it pay. They were helped to this 
opinion by the fact tbat they also thought the place sott- 
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able and the supplies quite possible to get What they 
had both of them doubted was the financier's ability to 
organise the supplies. Veiy many considerations came in 
there of which he must be entirely ignorant. They were 
both prepared to watch closely for signs of that ignorance, 
and to concentrate their criticism on it. The criticism 
would not he destructiTe; they were inclined to encour- 
age the scheme, if it were pot on a sound footing, for 
they saw profit in it both for Kencote and Moontfield. 
But it would be searching. In the talk that was going 
about, there was more than a hint of the faddy experi- 
ments that a new rich man who knew nothing about the land 
would be likely to try when he had tamed himself into a 
landowner. This new rich man was to be shown that he 
had everything to learn upon that side of his scheme. 

But apparently he hadn't. The explanation was only 
in oatline, and dealt more with the handling of supplies 
than with their source; hut it was quite as well-informed 
on the points which their special knowledge enabled them 
to test as npon the others. As Dick said to Jim afterwards: 
"Yoo'd have thou{^t the fellow had milked cows all his 
life." 

The statement came to an end suddenly. Not a word 
had been said to invite co-operation or even approval. 
The facta were left to talk for themselves. " That's bow 
I see it," said Amutage Brown; but added, as he raised 
his cigar to his Ups: " But naturally I'm liable to error 
when it comes to dealing with the land. That's where I 
look to you for expert opinion." 

These words did almost as much for him as all his pre- 
vious ones. They put him absolutely right with his hearers. 
He had shown his mastery over detail, but was still willing 
to learn from them. 

" It doesn't seem to me as if you are liable t« much 
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error," said the Sqnire bandwmely. " Yoa mnst have 
taken a lot of trouble to get at joui facts, and aa far as 
I'm able to judge, you've got at them remarkably tcU. 
What do you tfaink, Dick?" 

" I like the idea." said Dick. " It has been closely 
worked out; of course one would expect that from Mr. 
Brown; and he has given na something definite to go upon. 
As a matter of fact I think we are more ready for it here 
than he is at Kemsale. It's a question of getting the 
farmers to go in at first" 

" You have more grass here, I know," said Armitage 
BrowD. " I've seen that But I don't see why we shouldn't 
get as much grass on our side." 

A long discussion followed, in which the Squire and 
Dick took the greater part, the Sqnire displaying consid- 
erable knowledge, but apt to go off into irrelevandes, Dick 
bringing him back to the point, and working things oot 
by degrees in a tray that showed him clear-headed and 
with a grasp of his subject, if rather slow at coming to 
conclusions. After a time, Armitage Brown paid no more 
than perfunctory attention to the Squire, but had his eye 
on Dick all the time, sizing him np, testing him by little 
speeches and qoestions thrown in, and gaining as it seemed 
a respect for him which he had hardly thought would be 
called for. 

" Well, you can teach me a lot," he said. " Yoa have 
taught me a good deal already. A scheme like this may 
look all right on paper, but unless it takes in all the factors 
that yon know about and I don't, it may be all wrong." 

It was doubtfol whether Dick had tanght him very mocfa 
that was of importance. He had been racking all available 
brains for a fortnight, including John Davis's, whose intel- 
ligence was aa great as Dick's and his practical experience 
greater. John Davis had become his enthosiastic Ilenten- 
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ftDt, and hftd even bronght hia ovn father to the belief that 
Points Manor waa abont to recover some of its ancient 
glories. But perhaps he had been won over bf some snch 
jndiciooa sops to his self-esteem as were now being offered 
to Dick. Armitage Brown Icnew very well how to admin- 
ister them where it was worth his while to do ao. 

"Are yoD going to try the share system?" asked Jim 
Graham. It was the first time he had spoken. 

"What do you know abont ttie share system?" asked 
Armitage Brown in some surprise. He had taken no 
notice of Jim whatever, putting him down as of no im- 
portance in the discussion. 

" Oh, I've been in Australia. It works well there. If 
you start your factory, I shall probably cut up one of 
mj farms, if I can find the capital to do it It will bring 
people back to the land." 

"Have you got land near here, sir?" 

" I shall be within your radius, with a co-operative 
motor-lorry." 

Armitage Brown laoj^ied. " Here's another gentleman 
that can teach me something," he said. " Don't you worry 
about capital, Mr. Graham. If yon've got the land and 
are prepared to nse it in that way, yon can have all the 
capital yon want Yes; I've gone into the share system; 
only on paper, of coarse. If yon've seen it in practice, 
I should like to go into it with yon. I'm going to try it 
on one of my own farms." 

"What is the share system?" asked the Squire, who 
was inclined to be snspicioos of this talk of cutting np 
farms. Jim, for all his steadiness and slowness, had a 
few Radical crotchets in his head, and it was not to be 
supposed that Mr. Armitage Brown would be without them, 
in spite of the unexpected soundness he had hitherto 
displayed. 
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" As it is worked in Aostralis," said Jim, " it means 
that the landlord provides ever3iliing — ^laod, baildings, 
herd, and bo on — and takes his ptoportion of the profits. 
The holdings are mostly small, because there's a difficnltj 
about regular labour there; but a man with a family can 
make a handsome living out of a few acres." 

" That means cottage-building^" said the Sgoire. " If 
joa once start that on anj scale your done. What farm 
were you thinking of cutting up at Eenuale, Mr. Brown? " 

Armitagc Brown probably had his own reasons for an- 
swering this question directly. " Warren's Farm," he said. 

" Warren's? That's Pettifer's farm. He has been there 
a great many years. Is PetUfer going? " 

" I don't know yet. I gave liim the chance of coming in." 

" I don't think he would be much use," said Dick. " Old 
Cousin Humphrey only let faim stay on, father, because 
he had a large family." 

" I believe so," said the Squire rather unwillingly. 
" Still, one doesn't like to think of old tenants being shown 
the door." 

" I felt the same," said Armitagc Brown. " I've given 
all those on the six farms I mentioned to yon the chance 
of staying on, of course on condition that they would work 
in with me. I should do all I could to help tbcm. But I 
rather fancy Lord Meadshire has persuaded Mr. Pettifcr 
that hell do better for himself if he clears out. Hell cer- 
tainly do better for me; but I was careful not to say that." 

There was a silence, and then Frank lauded. It was 
only a few days since he had paid his visit to the Herons* 
Nest. 

" The sooner Meadshire learns to mind his own business 
the letter," growled tbe Squire. " I'll take the liberty 
of telling him so the next time I see him." 

The Browns left ponctoally at half-past ten. Cicely's 
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carrisge tutd not been ordered imiil eleven. On snch 
occasions as this the Sqnire liked & final canveTsatioD with 
the men of his family over a cigar. But he did not suggest 
an immediate adjonmment to his room when he had hos- 
pitably seen his guests off at the door; he went back into 
the drawing-room. 

" Well, I tlhink these people will do," be said largely, 
looking roond npon his womenfolk there assembled. 

" Alfred and Katie will," said Joan. " Alfred and 
Katie are treasnres." 

It might have been supposed that an opinion npon 
Alfred and Katie was not exactly what he had asked for. 
They and Joan and Cicely and Frank had spent most 
of the evening at a table apart from the groups made by 
the rest, playing games, and the talk and laughter that 
had eome from it had only not distnibed conversation 
because the room was so large. The Squire bad once or 
twice gone over and stood by them, and had seemed by 
his reception of Joan's remark to have given more atten- 
tion to bis younger guests than might have been expected 
of him. 

" The girl struck me as a very nice girl," he said. " Not 
pretty exactly, bat bright and sensible. We shall always 
be glad to see her here when abe likes to come." 

" Ob, and Alfred too," said Joan. " I adore Alfred. 
He ia full of character. He hates being rich." 

" Did he tell you that? " asked Frank. 

" No, I found it ont for myself. I found out a lot 
about him. Mother darling, did yon tell Mrs. Brown we 
were expecting Boyalfy? She was a diamond shop." 

But the Squire, apparently, did not wish to hear Mrs. 
Brown discussed. " I like that girl very much," he said 
again. " You seemed to find no difficulty in making friends 
with her, Franfc— what? " 
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" Well make np a match between Frank and Katie," 
■aid Joan. " Then I sball have Alfred as a soit of 
brother-in-law." 

" Yoo're letting joju tongue ron away with yon, Misg 
Joan," said the Squire, quite in his old-time style of 
rebnke. " Well, we'll go and have a cigar in my rotun. 
You don't want to go off just yet. Cicely? That's ri^t." 

Talk ova the cigars was not entirely on the anbject of 
the dairying scheme, althongh that was the point from 
which it started. Armitage Brown, withont apparent effort 
on his part, had succeeded in impressing his personality 
upon the three elder men, who were each a little excited 
at having come into contact with him. Jim Graham was 
the only <me of the tiuee whose command of money was 
less than was convenient for the way in which he lived, 
and the things he wanted to do. The eidtement he felt 
was at the prospect of canying out an idea of the kind 
that he had often considered in connection with his estate, 
hnt had been too cautions to try at the expense of bur- 
dening it with mortgages. Now these difficulties were to 
disappear. The millioosire had swept them away, with 
a laugh. And be was backing the scheme himself, with 
his genins as well as his wealth, on the side on which 
Jim would have been powerless. Mis imagination went 
no farther than the idea by which he knew he would profit, 
on the lines on which all his qniet steady work were set. 
But Armitage Brown's advent into hia life was a stirring 
event viewed fnmi that standpoint alone. 

Neither the Squire nor Dick had any need of more 
money than they possessed already. Each of them lived 
exactly the life that suited him, and spent less than bis 
IncMoe. Bat the Squire liked the " feel " of money, not 
in elaborate expenditure, which he was inclined to depre- 
cate, unless It was in support of legitimate state, but for 
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the aeiae of power that It brought. The ahnost nnlimited 
irealth with which Amiitage Brown was generally credited 
made a personage of him. The Squire had not quite real- 
ised how much of a personage he was, hitherto; hut now 
he did. He had rccogniaed some of his quality. He 
was a man to cultivate. 

Dick was very mach like his father in essentials, bnt 
with a clearer head and a wider knowledge of the world. 
He was the least moved of the three fay contact with the 
millionaire, bnt he was not unmoved. He had had a glimpse 
of the workings of a mind that coins money out of every 
combination of facts that it takes In, where other minds 
only ose them for idle amusement. It had stimulated his 
own mind. The activities in which he contentedly spent 
his days seemed rather poor and dull beside the workings 
that brought such royal harvests. 

" It seems to me," he said, " that this fellow can teach 
as something about the land after all." 

" Well, I don't know about that," said the Sqnire. " He 
seems pretfy sharp at picking np information, but what 
he said was that we sbonld have to teach him. I rather 
liked that in him. I hadn't expected it These new rich 
fellows generally think that if they've read a few news- 
paper articles they can start straight off and teach people 
who've been connected with the land all their lives." 

" We'd better get it out of our minds that he's a new 
rich fellow," said Dick. " He isn't particularly new as 
far as his riches go, and that's what matters to ns if 
we're going to take advantage of his ideas. As for his 
not being what we've been used to having at Kemsale, 
tb*!'" all done with now, and we needn't worry about it 
any longer. They're not faad sort of people to have there i 
We might have been much worse off." 

" Oh, yes," said the Squire. " They'll do very well. I 
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doo't csFe for the lady much, bnt there's no fault to find 
with the yotmg people. I thonght the girl vas a particn- 
larly nice girl." 

" The way I look at it," said Dick, who was not inter- 
cited in the girl, " ia that what we know aboot the land 
and he doesn't is the least important part of the bnsiness. 
It wouldn't be if he left it ont of account; but he doesn't 
He'll use all we can tell bim. We're the experts, and I 
suppose men in his line of life are always using experts, 
and know how to use them. But they manage their busi- 
nesses themselves." 

The Squire did not quite follow this. " I haven't got 
as far as seeing him manage mine," be said. 

" No, but he'll bring us in new ideas. Probably what 
he thinks of us la that we hate new Ideas. We don't. 
We're always ready for them, if they fit in with what 
we know," 

" There isn't much wrong with this dairying idea of his." 

"Well, see how he's woAed that out Left no stone 
unturned to get every bit of information available. Went 
over to Denmark and looked into everything, just as we 
should go and have a look at something new in a farm 
next door." 

" I should be inclined to be careful about introducing 
fordgn ideas into this country. I was a litUe doubtful 
about all that." 

" It's all material. That's what stnu^ me more than 
anything about him, the pains he takes to collect material, 
and the way be uses it. Didn't yon notice that, JimP " 

" Fuller has been grinding at statistics for bim for the 
last six months," said Jim. " He told me there was nothing 
he didn't want to know, and nothing be conldn't take !n." 

" Well, there it ia. I'm quite willing to follow his lead 
if he works things out as carefully as that, and is willing 
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to make the use he does of all one can tell him. It aecms 
to me that be brings us something we haven't got, and we 
can give him something that he hasn't got I'm not sqrr; 
that he's come here." 

While this coDveraation was going on, the Browns were 
flying homewards in their luxuriously appointed car. Alfred 
and Katie were doing most of the talking. They had 
enjoyed themselves, and liked all the people they bad 
met, as they nsoally did. Mrs. Brown paid little att^itiini 
to their chatter. She was aerionaly exercised in her mind 
as to the diamonds she had worn in such profusion. Lady 
Inverell had worn bat few jewels, but Mrs. Brown had 
seen her at a party in London with diamonds finer than 
her own. Had she made a mistake? The tbongbt kept 
her silent and depressed during the ten-mile driTC. 

Armitage Brown had abo kept silence during the first 
half of it Then he roused himself. " Well, IVe corrected 
some of my ideas," he said. " There's not much to be 
done with old Mr. Clinton, but that son of his has some 
brains in bis head, and so has Mr. Graham, though he's 
one of the quiet sort If I'm not mistaken, we shall make 
this bit of country hum between us." 

But he had said nothing about warning the honnda off 
bis land. 
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HATING IT OUT 

Eatik stood nnder ■ tree by the aide of tbe road, while 
the rain came down aa If it wanted to make np in a few 
minutes for holding off for the best part of two montha, 
Sbe had walked oat three miles to a lonely cottage, where 
there was a sick woman with a yoong baby, and when she 
had started the sky had shown no threat of rain, thongh 
if she had thought of looking at a barometer she would 
not have gone without protection. She bad set ont for 
home again nnder black thunder-clouds, and was now rapidly 
getting wet, as the leaves over her head were yielding to the 
terrific downpour. 

A motor-car came slushing along in the mi^. She knew 
it for Lord Meadshire's, and felt a sudden alarm lest he, 
who was in it alone, shoald offer her BBsistance. She would 
rather have got wet through. 

He had his hood up, and was peering straight ahead 
through the bluped glass screen, but just aa he passed 
Katie's tree fae caught a glimpse of her, and had not gone 
many yards further before he stopped and then backed 
towards her. 

" Hullo ! want a lift? " be called oat, and then recog- 
nised ber. " Oh, it's yon. Miss Brown," be said, as if 
they had been on the most friendly terms. " I say, I 
think you'd better hop in. You'll get soaked through In 
a few minutes." 

" Ob, tfaank yon very much," she said hurriedly. " I'm 
all right. I expect it will leave off soon." 
STB 
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He laaghed and opened the door for her. " Come in 
quick," he >aid. " I'm going to stop here till the worst is 
over. It gets in through the chinks." 

She got in, feeling like a child whose will has been over- 
ridden by one in authority, and sat down next to him. 

" Th&t's right," he said, grinning affably at ber. " 111 
drive you home when it eases up a bit. I'm going np to 
see your father." 

" Yon are going to see father! " she exclaimed. 

" Yea. Do yon think he'll want to bite me? " 

She had recovered her wits. She was not going to let 
bim treat her as a child. " I think you would deserve It 
if he did," she said. 

He roared witb laughter, " That's right; you stick np 
for your father," he said. " He wrote and asked me to 
come, you know. Either he would come and see me, or 
I could come and see him, or he'd put his lawyers on to 
me. That's the sort of man he is. I thought I'd go and 
beard him in iua own lair. I ratfaer want to see what 
you've done witb Kemsale. I'm glad I met you. Perhaps, 
if I take yon home dry, he'll let me oft easy, efaP I'm in 
an awful funk, yon know." 

She could not help laughing, bat Immediately became 
serious again. "Why do you dislike father so mnchP" 
she said. " He has done uothing to you, and yet. you do 
all yon can to set people against him. You go about 
everywhere making mischief. I think it's very mean." 

" Oh, but you mustn't say that. Miss Brown. I've got 
my feelings, yon know. I'm sure you wouldn't like to 
hurt them." 

" If yoa are going to talk to me like that," she said, 
" I shall get out. I don't mind if I do get wet. I'm not 
a child to be laughed at and held of no account." 

She was already fumbling at the catch on the door. 
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His face changed. " All right," he said, " III tell joa 
why I'm np against yonr father. Anybody in my poaition 
irould be. He comea down here and rides rong^hod over 
everything and everybody. He ases his beastly money as 
s sort of steam roller. Yoa're expected to get out of tbe 
way of it, and if yon don't he thinks he can cmsh yon 
with it He's not going to cmsh me. I've got my Uttle 
place in the world, and I'm going to keep it. Money isn't 
everything, and I'm going to be the pexaon that will show 
him that." 

" I don't in the least know what yon mean," she said. 
" I suppose I've no right to be offended by the things yon 
Bay, as I asked you a qnestion, but there is nothing in them 
at all like my father. You most have made some mistake." 

" I've made no mistake. I had a taste of his quality 
before ever he bought the place, and I'm not likely to 
forget it, or forgive It either. However, that's no reason 
why jon and I should quarrel. My sister likes you, yoo 
know, and we've both come to the conclusion that there's 
nothing in the way of oor being friends, as we shall have 
to meet each other now and then, living next door as we 
do. Yoor father! Well, that's a different matter." 

" We can't be friends," she said micomptomisingly, " if 
yoD treat my father as you do; I mean that she and I 
can't be, if she looks on him like that But perhapi she 
doesn't Perhaps It's only yon who are so unfair about 
him." 

" She looks on him in exactly the same way as I do. 
She's reason to, after what he did." 

"What did he do?" 

She asked the question boldly, but not without inward 
tremors. If it was " business," she thought her father 
might have been hard, and that in any case she might not 
know enough to be able to defend him. 
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He looked at her sharply. " I don't know that I want 
to go into it with 700," he said. " From what I've heard, 
jou'ie concerned in it yonraelf, though it's quite possible 
that yon haven't known." 

" / concerned in It! " She was utterly at a loss. 

" Well, I will tell you, then. You have my sister's two 
rooms up at Eemsale, haven't yoo? Yes, Beatrix Irving 
told me so. And every mortal thing in them — or very 
nearly everything — that sbe'd always had. How would 
yon like it If somehody took advantage of b little mistake 
you had made, and did you out of all the special things 
you'd had round you all yoor life, as your father did hext " 

" What do yon mean ? " asked poor Katie, bewildered 
and distressed. 

" Well, I suppose you don't know anything shoot it. 
Yon'd better ask yoor father what he paid for the contents 
of those two rooms." 

" He did tell me that they cost a great deal. Bat do 
please explain. You can see that I don't understand." 

" Grace's things ought never to have gone into the sale. 
Bat we didn't take them oat because we thought it would 
be jnst as easy to bay them back. Well, your father 
wouldn't let us. He had them bid up to preposterous 
prices. We just managed to get two family portraits — our 
grandfather and grandmotbei^— by frightening the man who 
was bidding, and paying ten or twenty times tbeir valne. 
After that they wouldn't let us have a thing. We'd had 
two rooms built at onr honse almost exactly like my aister's 
old ones, so that she should feel at home in them. They're 
empty. She didn't want to furnish them afresh. That's 
what we have to thank your father for; and if Grace can 
forgive it, I can't," 

The tears were in her eyes, half of Indignation, half of 
deep distress. " Oh, how can yon think we knew that? " 
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she cried. " Father had no idea that the things we bought 
were wanted for her. How could be have? He wasn't 
Uiere himself. They were bonght with all the rest at 
the sale." 

" I tell yon he did know. Thej' telephoned to tell him 
in the middle of the sale. I sent tbe message myself, and 
be took no notice of it wbatever. They were to hay them 
in, whatever tt cost." 

" I tell yon be didn't know; he conldn't have known. 
Yes, I remember now he did MJ something about a mes- 
sage, afterwards. He thought it was about the pictures 
only. If It was what yon say, he didn't understand it. 
And as if / sboold want to hare things that Lady Grace 
wanted for herself. She shall have them all hack, every 
one. I know father will let me give them to her if I ask 
him." 

She was in actual tears now. He looked at her curiously 
and kindly. " Well, don't upset yourself about It," be 
said. " You are kind and nice enough, anyhow. Of course 
it was a jar for my sister, losing all her little private treas- 
ures; but she's got used to it now. If you've got them, 
and like them, we'll leave it at that." 

" I liked them because they were hers," she said. " I 
haven't changed anytliing in the rooms. Nearly every- 
thing else in the house is altered, but her two rooms are 
just the same. I hoped she would see them some day, 
and be pleased." 

" I think that's very sweet of yon. Ill tell her. Perhaps 
she will see them some day." 

" Oh, hut she must have them back. Now we know that 
there was a mistake we can put it right. I shouldn't have 
a happy moment using her things now." 

" Well, yon see, we couldn't very well take them as « 
present, thoo^ it's kind enough of yon to think of It. 
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Don't worrj aboat it an; more. We can be getting on 
now, I think." 

It took them only a short time to cover the fonr miles 
to Kemaale. Katie dried her eyes and sat very tboughtfnl, 
only answering by monosyllables what Meadshire said to 
her, and hardly bearing It He had a fund of easy talk 
that required little attention, and used it so as to put her 
at her ease. When they drew np before the great porch 
at Kemsale he said to her: "Now don't you think any- 
thing more about those rooms. I shan't, and Grace won't 
either. I dare say there was a mistake, and your father 
didn't understand. " 

" Oh, I shall talk to him about it," she said. " Thank 
yoa for saving me from getting wet. Oood-bye." 

The rain bad ceased and she went round to another en- 
trance, leaving faim to make his way into the house. 

He was shown straight into Armitage Brown's business 
room. The millionaire was sitting at his desk, awaiting 
bim. 

" Good-morning, Mr. Brown," said Meadshire affably. 
" I've just brought your daughter home to yon. I found 
bcr getting wet under a tree." 

Armitage Brown was not often at a loss, but he was 
so now at this unexpected opening. He mumbled a word 
of thanks and asked his visitor to sit down. 

" Thanks," said Meadshire, and took a chair, in which 
he leaned back, crossing bis legs and looking with amiable 
expectancy into bis adversary's face. 

Armitage Brown recovered his equanimity. " I wish to 
put a few facts to yon," be said, " before I instruct my 
solicitor to take proceedings." 

" Oh, yes. It's just as well to have a little talk. Per- 
haps when we've finished we shall find it unnecessary to 
bring onr solicitors in at olL" ' 
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Atmitage Brown thought th&t he was going to be treated 
with the bland impertinence that had been used towards 
Alfred, and perhaps invited to lose his temper. He was 
not going to do that. He was going to say what he had to 
say in the most direct fashion possilde, and if complete 
satisfaction were denied him cut the interview short and 
take his proceedings. He was going to take no notice of 
the impertinence. 

" What I shall take action on," he said, " is jonr having 
told Mr. Blake of Stnbhington Farm, on a certain date, and 
before witnesses, that I was not in a position to carry out 
engagements I bad entered upon with him, and that if he 
didn't wish to be rained he had better find a farm nnder 
another landlord." 

Meadshire appeared to ^ve this statement full consid- 
eration. " Well, it does seem rather strong if it's pnt like 
that, doesn't it? " he said. 

" That will be the chief ground of the action. I shall 
bring up other witnesses to prove that ever since I bon^t 
this property from yon you have persistently gone abont 
amongst people who were your tenants and are now mine, 
raising prejudice against me. It will be shown that yon 
hare kept a footing here in the middle of the estate, that 
yon took very little interest in the tenantry on it when it 
was yours, and were not often here, but that since selling 
it to me you hare been constantly here, and constantly in 
communication with the tenants; and that this has been 
happening while I was abroad and was nnable to t^e steps 
to counteract your influence." 

" It begins to look worse and worse, doesn't it? As I 
understand it, all this will be brongbt up to create preju- 
dice against me in the cye» of a British jnry." 

" It will be brought up to prove that you have bem 
chiefly engaged during the past six months in spreading 
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scandal agsiiiBt me. Bnt it isn't by any meaiis aU that 
will be brought op. It will be proved that in the negotia- 
tiona that took place leading up to the aale of this property 
I gave way npoD many points that I mii^t have held oot 
on, that, in fact, yon received the fnll price for everything 
that yon sold me, that yon were difficult and ioconseqnent, 
while I made ODe concession after the other, that we never 
even met personally, and that I gave yon no cause whatever 
for feeling any ranconr against me. It will also be proved 
tJiat yoa sold with the rest the chancel pew in Kemsale 
Church, and that yon^have taken steps to prevent my occu- 
pying it, which will probably bring some Ugbt relief into 
the proceedings when they come to be recounted, and your 
attendances at church previously to my coming here are 
touched upon. It will be shown that I gave way to you 
there, and I shall state the reason why I did bo — that I 
was not going to enter upon any litigation in respect to a 
seat in a church. So it will come out gradaally that yoa 
have been the aggressor throoghont, and that I have not 
been able, even by giving way to yon, to soften your 
rancour." 

Meadshire's face had changed somewhat during this 
speech. It might have been supposed that ridicule was 
the one weapon that he was unable to stand op against. 
But be must have been aware that he would cut a poor 
figure before this strong self-possessed man, and deliver 
himself into his hands if it was to be his own temper that 
should be lost. " Well, it's beginning to look like a good 
case," he said, In the same tone as before, but not with 
quite the same easy smile. " It will rest upon my actually 
having no complaint against you and your methods; bnt 
we'll leave that aside for the moment. Supposing yoa're 
going to have everything your own way, what will be the 
reason to be fixed upcm me for my attitude towards yon i " 
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" Ob, that's vtrj easily anawered. Jealousy. Jealoaay 
of a particalarly contemptibie sort. All the world knows 
what you are; all the world knows what I am. You're a 
peer, the head of an old family, who have acted in such a 
way as to have to sell everything yoa had, and bring ymr 
family to an end. I'm a rich man, who have made enough 
money to step into your shoes. And yon don't like it. You'll 
take my money, but you'll do all you can to prevent my en- 
joying what you've sold to me. You'll sit down here next 
door to me, and see that you mop up all the bowings and 
scrapings that are due to yon; yoa think I want them as 
much as yon do, and you'll prevent me getting them if you 
can. You'll scuttle into church half an hour before tile ser- 
vice, when you hardly went at all before, so that I shall be 
prevented from sitting in a seat that belongs to me a couple 
of steps higher than the rest of the congregation. You've 
thrown over the people that have lived on yonr land for gen- 
erations ; yon encourage them to think that I shall torn them 
out. When you find I mean to take over the responsibilities 
that you've chucked away and keep them on, though there's 
DO obligation on me to do it, yon can't bear that either. 
Yon don't care what becomes of them; yon set yonrself 
to persuade them to go, because you think yon can harm 
me by it" 

" Oh, that's enough," said Meadshire. He was red and 
scowling; the indictment had been too wounding. It had 
been impossible to keep up the air of jaunty indifference 
with which he had listened to its opening. " It you want 
to bring an action against me, bring it and be damned to 
you. You won't get it all your own way." 

He rose from bis seat, and prepared to leave the room. 
Annitage Brown did not shift his position, nor look up at 
him. " Well, that's how it will show up if I go to law," 
be said in the same even voice. " The question it whether 
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what 70a csn bring np in defence — and I've no donbt yoo'll 
bring np something — is going to harm me as mnch as what 
I shall bring np will harm yon. If not, I don't see why 
money sbonld be wasted in litigation when matters can 
quite easily be settled between oorselvea." 

He looked up now, inquiringly. There was no passion 
in his hard gaie, no annoyance, no contempt even. He was 
proposing a business negotiation. Meadshire was being in- 
vited to ignore his ontbreak, as completely as his adversary 
had ignored It. 

He decided to do so. The stronger character had won. 
He could only lose more and yet more by keeping np the 
stru^le. 

He glared down at him for a moment and then threw 
himself into his chair again with a langh. " I told some- 
body the other day that you were a hard not to crack," he 
said, " and, by Jove, you've cracked roe. I don't wonder 
that you've got on in the world." 

Armitage Brown was ready to allow him to recover his 
equanimity, but was not yet ready to relinquish his imper- 
sonal attitude. " What I should expect to gain by litiga- 
tion," he said, "would be to put a stop to the annoyance 
I'm subjected to now by finding you continnally in my 
way. I've stood it up to the point at which I'll stand it 
no longer ; but if you ean satisfy me now that the annoy- 
ance will cease I shall get all I want. I'm not anzions 
to waste my time in the law courts. I can find better use 
for it." 

Having once got rid of his fit of temper, Meadshire was 
now himself again, and proof against showing temper 
again. " You'll ^ve np the idea of scoring against me," 
be suggested. 

" Scoring against you! I shouldn't waste five minntes of 
my time or a shilling of my money for the sake of scoring 
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against yon. I don't care anTthing abont yon, if yon'Il keep 
out of my way. That's all I want." 

Tbe temper showed itself for a moment, bat was tmder 
control. " Well now, that's just the attitnde tbat has riled 
me, yon know, and led to my doing things that perhaps 
I shonldn't have done if yon had shown yourself a little 
more agreeable. Keep ont of yonr way! It's what I call 
riding ronghshod and yon can only do it because you're 
rich." 

" What chances have I bad of making myself agreeable, 
as yon call it? Did yon expect me to come hat in hand 
to yon for leave to live peaceably in the place I've boi^^t 
from yon? What did yon expect? I'm hanged if I know. 
If yon've made up yonr mind to avoid having an action 
brought against yon, by giving me the nndertaking I want, 
yoa might tell me how I've succeeded in offending your lord- 
ship — wbat I've left undone, that a marquis might expect 
from a man in the City. I'm not above learning." 

" Yon've got a damned rough tongue in your head, Mr. 
Brown. If I hadn't happened to have had a little conversa- 
tion with yonr daughter joat now, which has thrown rather 
a new light upon a certain subject, I shouldn't sit here 
taking all this from yon. You're showing yourself atl Uie 
time exactly what I thonght yon. I don't stand on vltat 
I happen to be by acddent I've stood on it a great deal 
too little, according to the general opinion. But you do 
stand on your money. It's what has given yon your posi- 
tion here. I dare ^ay I've played the fool and given yon a 
handle against me. I generally do play the fool somehow; 
it's what I'm noted for. But there's been something be- 
hind it. I thought If I didn't show that I wasn't going to 
be snowed under by yon and yonr money, here in tbe place 
where I live, and have a right to live, yon woold — well, yoQ 
would behave exactly as you're doing now." 
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" I'm behaving now as jou'vt invited me to behave. If 
you bad sbown yourself disposed to be friendly when I 
caioe down here, yon Tooldn't have iiad aiiTthiiig to com- 
plain of in my behaviour. Nobody else about here has, as 
far as I know. At the same time I should like to make it 
quite plain that I'm not grumbling at your balding ofF from 
me. You'd a perfect right to do that if yon didn't think 
J was good enough for yoa. But I suppose I've as good 
a right to show myself independent as jou have, and you've 
no cause to complain, after what has happened, at my want- 
ing to have it understood that I'm not the sort of man to 
care a snap of the fingers whether you had thouj^t me 
good enough or not What were yon referring to when yoo 
mentioned my daughter just nowP " 

" Well, it's at the bottom of the whole thing. Yoa nsed 
your money in what I call a brutal way, to prevent us 
getting some things we wanted out of this bouse." 

" You must speak more plainly, please. I don't know 
what you're referring to." 

" I made the mistake of leaving things in the sale that 
ought to have been taken out beforehand. I thought we 
should be able to buy in what we wanted. Well, yon 
wouldn't let us. The contents of my sister's two special 
rooms were bid up to extravagant prices, and she lost them. 
I suppose you'll say I got twen^ times their value in money, 
and so I did, and more; hut I didn't want the money, I 
wanted the things, for her." 

" It's rather an absurd charge to make, if you mean t^ 
it that I should deliberately pay twenty times the value of 
things, and pay it to you, in order to prevent your having 
tbem. Why should I do a thing like that? " 

" That's what I want to know. Yon did do it" 

"What happened exactly was that I gave instructious 
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that certaiD things were to be bought. How was I to know 
that some of them weren't meant to be sold ? " 

" They telephoned to yon in the middle of the sale, and 
I sent a message myself." 

" Well then, they muddled it I do remember being mng 
□p. I was very biuy at the time and I'd given them 
my instructions, so I didn't waste much time orer them. 
They certainly didn't pat It on the gronnd yon mention, or 
I shonld have listened. I don't remember anything b^ng 
said about that at all. It was on the gronnd of things 
fetching a higher price than they bad expected that they 
telephoned." 

Meadshire remembered how little tronble he had taken to 
get the right message through, intent on his " fun " as he 
had been. " Well, It's all over and done with now," he said. 
" I dare say I did yon some injustice, but surely you must 
have found out how things stood afterwards. You paid 
something like a couple of thousand ponnds for those two 
rooms, and they were worth a conple of hnndred at the 
very outside." 

" I was surprised ; bat I don't worry about that sort 
of thing when it's over. I thought I bad myself to thank 
for it It was foolish to give the instructions I did. I 
thought I'd just been taken advantage of, and as I'd been 
warned, I couldn't blame anybody bnt myself. As I'd had 
to pay the money I thought that might do ; so I put it out 
of my mind." 

"Well, as I say, I did you an injustice, and I'm sorry 
for it Still, you'll admit that your way of doing things 
wouldn't exactly explain itself to anybody who wouldn't 
be prepared to sacrifice two thousand pounds for making 
a mistake, and to think no more about it. The whole thing 
seemed significant It seems to have put me on to a 
wrong scent" 



^cb, Google 



HAVING IT OUT 2B9 

" I mnst talk to my danghter abant it. She vanted those 
rooms exactly as they were, and that was anothei reason 
why I didn't mind the price I paid. Yon say yoaVe talked 
to her. What did she say? " 

" Oh, she was as nice as she could be about it — seems 
to haye taken a fancy to my sister, and wanted to gire her 
everjrthing hack — didn't like to think she'd been done oat 
of the things, and of conrse wouldn't admit that yon had 
been to blame in any way. I don't know that yoa were. 
I told her we'd better let it stand now. Bnt if yon'd 
care to sell the things for the price yon gave, it would put 
eyerytbing right." 

"Certainly I will, if my daughter agrees; and I sup- 
pose sbe will, from what yon say. We'll consider that 
settled then, and it's one misnnderstanding remored." 

Meadshire was melted. " It's really the only one," be 
said. " Look here, Mr. Brown, I'ye become infernally 
bored with carrying on this fend. I'm not cut out for it. 
My old consln, Edward Clinton, went for me the other day 
abont it. I woaldn't let him see that I was sick of it, but 
I'am. I apologise for everything I've done or said against 
yon. Now will yon accept that and think no more abont 
it? " 

" Yes, I think I con promise that. Lord Meadahirc. I've 
always been able to make some excuses. If I'd belonged 
to a place in the way yon have, I shouldn't care about seeing 
somebody else in my shoes." 

" That's very handsomely said. But I haven't behaved 
well, and there's no good denying it Now you'll sit in the 
chancel pew next Sunday, won't yon? I've been to charch 
six Sundays running, and I wont a kdiday." 
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CHAPTER XXm 
SIX MONTHS LATER 

" I AH Uiinking of giving a ball here." 

The momentons tuiDoancement was made hy Tdn. Brown 
to Mrs. Faller, as they sat at tea together, one late Norem- 
ber afternoon, in Mrs. Brown'i boodoir. It was received 
by Mrs. Fuller vith complete calm of manner; but her eyei 
glistened. 

" I think it is A good idea," sbe said. " There is no 
finer hoase for a ball anywhere, and done aa 5011 will do 
it, it ought to be a great affair." 

" There ought to be no difficulty in doing it well in this 
bouse. It might have been' built for it It seenia a waste 
not to have one." 

" Yes ; with that splendid ballroom, and everything. I 
hare often tbong^it that Kemsale was jost the house to 
give your genius for organisation fall scope." 

" I do like organising entertdmnents, it is true. I like 
to get people together «nd see them enjoy themselves. 
But yon know how difficult it has been to do anything 
here." 

The speech showed how far Mrs. Fuller had advanced 
with her patroness during the past six montiis. For the 
difficulties referred to had been those tiiat Mn. Brown's 
husband had put in the way of her osing Eemsale as the 
staji^e for large formal parties. One of the few strains 
of weakness In this lady's otherwise self-reliant character 
was the necessity she felt for a confidant. Annt Millie 
would not do. She would talk about everything bat tlie 
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social campaign, and that, to do bei jnstice, Mrs. Brown 
had never asked her to talk aboat. Anst Millie bad never 
been to any of her big parties; it was an understood thing 
that on that aide of their lives each took her own line, and 
so they remained fast friends on the other sides. Bat Mrs. 
Poller would talk abont the social campaign as mnch as 
was required. She did it with a constant effort of tact 
Her line was that Mrs. Brown bad a duty to perform to 
socie^ ; no hint was ever allowed to creep ont of any ques- 
tion of "climbing." The affair, indeed, was not regarded 
as a campai^ &t all. And she also exercised tact with refer- 
ence to the difficulties already referred to. She did so now, 
as she replied: 

" It is only natural that with Katie and Mr. Alfred at 
home for ChriHtmas — I suppose you will have the ball about 
that time — and I suppose some of their friends here too, 
yon should get np something to amuse them." 

" That is why I want to have it, of course," said Mrs. 
Brown. " In fact, Katie said something to her father the 
other day about dancing, and he made no objection." 

" The last time there was a ball here was in the old 
lard's time. He loved gaiety of that sort. It was a very 
brilliant affair. But yonrs, of course, will be just as 
brilliant" 

" I d<m't see why it shouldn't be done just as well. I 
could hardly expect, I suppose, to get exactly the same 
sort of people." 

" But why not? It will be chiefly a county ball. Yon 
know everybody around you now. All the big houses will 
bring their parties. If yon have it, as I should suggest, 
in the same week as the Hunt Ball and the County Ball, 
yon will get exactly the same people, except for those stay- 
ing in the honse." 

" I shonld like to see the honse well filled. I s 
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people would come from Z<ondoD for it. We coold have 
special trains (or them." 

It gave Mrs. Fuller a pleasant sense of superiority when 
she fonnd her patroness tripping in her knowledge of 
social habits, which she frequently did when they were 
based upon countrj life. Bat she was careful not to dis- 
play her superiority. " Wouldn't it be better," she said, 
"to do as they did here last time — invite people for the 
three balls. You would be more likely to get the right 
sort of people, wouldn't yon? Yon know best, but I should 
have thought that it might be difficult to get them from 
London at that time of the year, and just for one night." 

" That means having a regular house-party for the best 
part of a week." 

Mrs. Fuller had divined the alarm with which a pros- 
pect of that sort was regarded. " With the house quite 
full," she said, " people would amuse themselves. Besides, 
at this time of the year there would be plenty for them to 
do. You could arrange the big shoot for that time, and I 
dare say some of them would hunt. Perhaps you might 
get up private theatricals, or something of that sort, if 
there is an evening free." 

Mrs. Brown considered this. " Alfred might write a 
play," she said. " He has often talked of doing it He 
might get bis party here to rehearse it for some time before- 
hand. Then it would be natural to get people down to 
see it. There would be plenty of room for both sorts." 
Both sorts, as was well understood between tfaem, meant 
Alfred's and Katie's friends, who would be the excuse for 
the gatherings, and the most ornamental of Mrs. Brown's 
acquaintances who could be induced to come. " I think 
theatricals or tableaux vivanti are a good idea." 

" Tableaux mvantt would be better sUU," said Mrs. 
Fuller. (Irene could pose pictorially, bat it was donbtful 



:.bv Google 



SIX MONTHS LATER 298 

if ahe could act.) "Mr. Alfred wonld be rerrgood at 
arranging them, and tliey onght to be well worth seeing and 
' make a considerable stirj done in the thorough way in which 
yon would do them. They had some at firenchleys a few 
years ago. They were pretty enough, but they were got 
vp — well, on the cheap, as yon might say, mostly with home- 
made costumes." 

Mrs. Brown saw large sums of money spent apoa dresses 
and scenery, the ball-room turned into a theatre for one 
night, and changed back as if by magic to a ball-room 
for the next If spending money could have done every- 
thing, the prospect would have held nothing but the extreme 
of gratification. 

" It might, perhaps, be as well," suggested Mrs. Fuller, 
who also had her visions, " to have the tableaux performed 
by the young people, and others, who are at hand here. 
There are plenty of them, and Mr. Brown likes seeing them 
about the place, doesn't he? " 

" It would give them all something to do about Christmas 
time. Thej could come and stay in the house if they wished 
to, and we could have a series of little dances for them. 
I shouldn't mind hiring a band for a fortnight or so," 

" Oh, what a delightful idea ! And how it will wake 
everybody up! Eemsale will indeed take its place again 
as the chief house in the county." 

" As for the shooting, I really don't know. My husband 
doesn't care about it. I thought Alfred might, but " 

That " but " meant a good deal. Mrs. Brown had or- 
ganised one shooting party — or rather the guests for it- — 
and it had been almost a fiasco. When Alfred bad heard 
the names of the guests, he had found it necessary to run 
over to Paris for a few days, and had, unfortunately, not 
been able to return in time for the occasion. Time had hung 
heavily indoors. Armitage Brown, who had always com- 
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ported himself with affability during the few hoara of a 
dinner or an evening parfy, had fonnd the strain too great 
when extended to dayi. His own life bad been completely 
npset, and be had expressed himself strongly abont it. He 
had refused to hare anything to do with the arrangements 
out-of-doors, and Fuller had not been competent to carry 
them through. Douglas Irving had saved the situation at 
the last moment] and the shooting bad gone well; but Mrs. 
Brown knew that very few of the men who shot tbe Kem- 
sale pheasants would came again to a house in which tbe 
host took no interest in their sport, but handed iheta over 
to smnebody else, and that she herself had not succeeded 
in preserving their womeokind from boredom. 

" If yon were to make the ball and the theatricals the 
chief thing, and were to ask mostly yonng pteople — of the 
right sort, of course — then the shooting, for the men, would 
jnst be something to do in the daytime, and the women 
could go out with them. My husband would have no diffi- 
culty in arranging matters satisfactorily for a shoot of that 
sort, if plenty of time were given beforehand." 

Mrs. Puller had been furious with tiie poor little man 
for allowing himself to be superseded by Douglas Irving 
on the previous occasion, and she knew that Mrs. Brown 
had also disliked his being called in. What she had never 
been able to gauge, however, was exactly how far that lady 
was tinder the commanda of her husband. She seemed to 
have extraordinary license to spend money on objects that 
she cared about and he didn't, and yet occasionally he put 
bis foot down, as be had done over this. As people bad 
been asked to shoot, it was for him to see that their shoot- 
ing was properly managed for them, and he chose to 
delegate his powers to Irving, as he knew nothing about such 
things himself. But people like that were not to be asked 
agun. There were plen^ of people about the place who 
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could be asked to shoot ; be w&sn't going to have tbe shoot- 
ing made an ezciuc for filling tbe honse with sniart Lon- 
doners. That was the way he had expressed himself, al- 
though Mrs. Brown's gnests had not been ezclnsiTelf 
Londoners, bnt on the whole a very creditable collection of 
what she and Mrs. Fuller now always apoke of as " Uie 
right sort of people." 

" The difficnlty with young people wonld be that they 
might not mix very well with Katie's and Alfred's friends," 
Mrs. Brown said. Ignoring tbe inritation to come oat as 
backer of Fuller against Irving. " Alfred likes artists and 
literary people, and Katie's chief friends are her school 
friends. I am pleased to see anybody they choose to ask 
here, of course, and to do everythii^ I can for tbem. I 
have nerer tried to influence their friendships in any way; 
but " 

" I have often thought it rather odd that Katie shotdd 
have so little of your wonderful discriminatiaD about 
people. She is a dear little thing In every way, and any- 
body would be glad to have her for a friend, I don't care 
who they were. See how Lady Grace has taken to her! 
And Lord Meadshire admires her tremendously; that is very 
plain to see." 

" Ob, please don't say that sort of thing," said Mrs. 
Broom, in a tone of displeasure. 

Mrs. FoUer hastened to amend her mistake. " Ob, I 
don't mean in that way," she said with a laugh. " I should 
never have thought of such a thing. To» wouldn't care for 
it, I know. I only meant that be makes a great friend of 
her; and really, I think she has had a wonderfully good 
influence on bim. That is sometimes tbe way with a thor- 
ouj^ly nice girl, and a man much older than herself, who 
looks up to her as being good, if you understand what I 
mean, and behaves carefully because of ber Influence." 
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" Yes, I nndentsiid what yon mean; but I don't like to 
think of Katie mixed np in any way with Lord Meadshire, 
and I think that what you say is exaggerated. He had a 
■erious break-out not so long ago, and if it were not for 
Lady Grace I think I should have tried to break off all 
connections with him definitely after tiiat" 

Mrs. Fuller did not believe this, althou^ she thon^t 
it quite natural that it should be said. But it was true 
enou^. Mrs. Brown detested Meadshire. For one thing, 
she knew that he had taken her measure. After his capitula- 
tion to her husband six months before, be had not only 
thrown aside al> traces of his former hostility, but had pro- 
fessed an easy intimacy towards the whole family. Katie 
he delighted in; she had captured him, during their inter- 
view in the motor-car, by her sincerity and courage, and by 
the tenderness she had shown towards Grace. Alfred he 
liked too, and had begun by apologising handsomely for the 
way he had treated him on that Sunday afternoon at Little 
Eemsale. Armitage Brown had been at first rather grimly 
distant with him, but had found it impossible to stand out 
against his extreme good nature. He .was like a child who 
has been naughty and wants to "make up." He was like 
a child in so many ways, inconsequent, undependable, undis- 
ciplined, but with the appeal of a child whose approaches 
cannot be resisted. He chaffed the mUlionaire about his 
millions, about his schemes, which he still thought absurd, 
but did nothing any longer to hamper, about everything 
that most people would have treated with respectful silence ; 
and the millionaire rather liked it. He had thought that 
the sudden change from enmity to friendship in a man of 
Meadshire's history must mean the laying of a train for 
profit to be presently extracted. He bad qoite expected 
a loan to be applied for when the intimacy should be suffi- 
ciently established. It is one of the penalties of the ridi 
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nun that he mnst always saspect & proffer of friendship. 
But in this case it soon became plain that there was no 
design behind the friendly raillery. As long as Meadshire 
had any money of his own he would want nobody else's, 
and the possessions of another man would canse him no 
envy. In fact he would consider himself on an equality 
with the richest in respect of money, until hia own would 
disappear. Armitage Brown had a half-«ontemptaons re- 
gard for him, as a man who had thrown away all his 
chances, but retained his cheerful outlook. He was an 
amusing companion, of a sort that he had not come across 
before; and he was warm-hearted. Armitage Brown's own 
feelings with regard to him were beginning to be tinged 
with a slight warmth. 

But the light raillery which Meadshire directed against 
the millionaire was a deep offence to the millionaire's wife. 
To be chaffed about her pink saloon and her blue saloon 
and her yellow saloon and other marks of her wealth and 
state was nnforgivaUe. She was incapable of answering 
him in his own vein, and took refuge in haughty silence. 
When he saw that his chaff annoyed her he gave it up; but 
the occasional twinkle in his eye when he addressed ber, as 
well as the discontinuation of the chaff, showed her that her 
ambitions stood revealed to him. She heartily wished that 
his hostility had continued. His frequenting of Kemsale 
did her no credit with anybody; she had got beyond the 
point at which a much-damaged marquis might have been 
desired as an ornament, and her cold correctitude of morals 
caused her to shrink from what she had heard about him. 
She had from the first disliked the terms of his friendship 
with Katie, although she had not made Mrs. Fuller's mis- 
take of imagining more in it than was displayed for all to 
see. When the long-delayed " outbreak " had occurred in 
mid-sunuDer, and Meadshire bad been away from Kemaale 
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for two montlu, to retnrn much subdued and much thti 
worse in appearance, her distaste for tiim h&d increased to 
the point of strong dislike. She had told Katie that she 
mnst have nothing more to do with him, and her husband 
that she hoped he wonld not be encouraged to come to 
Eemsale sgain. Bnt Katie would not give up Grace, and 
as Grace wot a credit to her friends, Mrs. Brown had not 
felt able to insist that she should. Meadshire had kept 
away from Kemsale of his own accord for some weeks, nntil 
Armitage Brown, who bad been somewhat scandalised by 
the outbreak, made advances to him of his own accord. He 
was sorry for him, he told his wife. From all he could 
hear, he had not kept straight for so long together for 
many years past, and was evidently ashamed now of hav- 
ing given way. He wasn't going to be the one to show 
the cold shoulder to a man who was trying to lift himself 
out of the mire. So they had drifted back to the old 
conditions. Meadshire was often at Kcmsalc, and seemed 
quite to have recovered his spirits and "his health. Bat 
Mrs. Brawn's watchfulness never slumbered, and she dis- 
liked bim more than ever. If another "outbreak " should 
occur, she would make a strong effort to cut the tie alto- 
gether. 

And now, as Mrs. Fuller had given her the opportunity, 
she determined to express what she felt about it, with no 
possibili^ of being mistaken. 

" I dislike Lord Meadshire thoroughly," she said; " and 
I dislike his being as intimate with Katie as he is. The 
intimacy does her no harm, perhaps, in itself; I will do 
him the justice to say that I think he is at his hest with 
her; and Lady Grace is nearly always there. I have no 
fear of anything happening on either side that I should 
not wish. But it is just because what you have just said 
others may be saying that I dislike it so. I suppose yon 
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wonld not have said it unless it were the common talk." 

Mrs. Fuller was pnszled. Did Mrs. Brown really dislike 
the idea of her daughter's name being- conpled with that 
of a marquis? The idea was almost beyond the range of 
her imagination, although she could well understand her 
wishing it to be thought that she did. And yet there was 
no mistaking the sincerity of her annoyance. Perhaps there 
was something behind it that she did not know of. 

"Are people saying it?" Mrs. Brown pressed her. 

" Not in any ill-natured way at all. But you see it is 
a thing that would be likely to be said anyhow. Katie 
is looked upon as a great heiress, and a person in Lord 
Meadshire's position is always supposed to be on the look- 
out for an heiress." 

" I don't know why Katie should be looked upon as a 
great heiress. She will have some money, of coarse, by 
and by, but whatever she may have, she would not have it 
for many years yet, let as hope. My husband is not so 
much older than Lord Meadshire, and I should say that 
his life is every bit as good. Soch talk is very annoying; 
very annoying indeed. I do hope gou will do all yon can 
to discountenance it. I do think yon owe me that, at least." 

What Mrs. Fuller actually owed to her was her 
countenance, which did not help her much ontaide; some 
brightening of her own life, for which she paid something 
on account in an irksome self-control; and an occasional 
gift of a hat or a gown, which she was glad enough to 
accept, while she secretly resented the offer. She also 
resented being reminded of her obligation, but judged their 
continuance to be worth making due effort for. 

" What I shall say to anybody who mentions it to me," 
she said, " is that you woold be very much against it. But, 
of course, the talk isn't serious. Most people wonld expect 
Katie to make a better match than that." 
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" I have never even tboo^t of Katie making a match 
at all — in that lort of way. She is very young, for one 
thing, and she does not care about society. My hosband 
and I wonld be quite satiafied for her to marry a nice man, 
by and by, who would not be what the world would call a 
great match." 

This was absolately true. Hrs. Brown was intent on her 
own career. Her daughter could neither help her in it nor 
follow such a career for herself. A " great match," if it 
should Borprislngly come Katie's way, might create com- 
plications. Mrs. Brown did not want " greatness " in her 
private life, of which Katie was a part. The school friends 
she brought into it gave no trouble. Katie would do very 
well as she was. 

But Mrs. Fuller was quite incapable of divining all this, 
and thought that she was being " bluffed " or, in other 
words, lied to. It was part of her game, however, to 
accept such statements at their face value, and she did so 
now. " ] must say I do admire that in you," she said, 
" that yon are so free from what I call tnobberg. The way 
in which yon have taken np the Sheards wonld prove it, if 
nothing else did. I think they may consider themselves 
very fortunate to have snch people as yoniselvea here. 
Thejf have certainly fallen on their feet" 

" The Sheards are very nice people," said Mrs, Brown 
quite sincerely. They again were accepted as part of her 
private and domestic existence, and gave her no trouble in 
the way of " entertainment." Mrs. Fuller disliked them 
on that account 

" I hope yon won't be offended with me," she said, " if 
] say that Anne Sbeard seems to me to be a little over- 
free in her manners when she comes np here. I know it 
is a vulgar expression, but it has sometimes occurred to me 
that she was setting her cap at Mr. Alfred." 
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Could it be that Mrs. Brown bad also envisaged this 
possibility, and that it bore no terrors for her? She said 
at once without flinching: " There is nothing in that. All 
the young people are very good friends togetber. It is 
natural that a young man should be attracted by a pretty 
girl, and Anne is a very pretty girl, and a nice one, too." 

" But, dear Mrs. Brown, surely you would not think Anne 
Shcard a suitable match for Mr. Alfred ! " 

" I have not thought about it at all. I don't think there 
la tite least chance oS such a thing happening. For one 
thing, unless I am very much mistaken, young Mr. Clinton 
and Amie Sheard are in love with one another." 

"What, Frank Clinton! Well, I shouldn't advise yon 
to hint that to bis father. It wouldn't snit him at oil." 

" I am not likely to faint it to anybody, and I hardly 
know old Mr. Clinton. But his son has been over here 
constantly whenever he has been home od leave, and I 
think that is the attraction." 

" Well, I don't I think It's Katie. And I believe old 
Mr. Clinton thinks so too." 

" Why do you think that? " 

" A little bird whispered It to me. Well, I won't make 
a mystery of it. When my husband was over at Eencote the 
other day about this dairying business, Mr. Clinton talked 
about you all a good deal, and said what a nice girl Katie 
was. And he seemed quite pleased at Frank coming over 
here — talked about that too. Even my husband, who is not 
observant in these matterb, put two and two together. And 
you know that Katie and Mr. Alfred were often invited 
over to Kencote in the sommer, whenever Frank Clintm 
was at home." 

The idea was a new one to Mrs. Brown. " I think It is 
Anne," she said, but said it doubtfully, as if ready to admit 
herself in the wrong. 
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"Should 70a objoct to thst u a match," asked Hra. 
Fuller, " if it proved to be the ca«e? '* 

Mrs. Brown did not answer for a moment " Oh, I am 
not thinking of marriage for Katie," she said with a hint 
of impatience. " And I am sure she herself has no idea of 
SQcb a thing." 

But In that she was wrong. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

A COUNTET WALE 

A LONQ conntiy walk was not mncb in Lord Meadahlre's 
way, but that was the form of entertainment to which he 
was invited one Sunday afternoon at this time, when he 
and Grace had been lunching at Eemaale. It was a glorions 
Bonny day; they would go up through the woods at the back 
of Eemsale and along the ridge to where « particular view 
conid be obtained of the two raUeys. There was a large 
party of them: Meadshire and Lady Grace, the Irringa, 
Frank Clinton, who had come over from Kencote to lunch, 
William and Anne Sheard, and a friend of Katie's staying 
in the house. Mrs. Brown and Annt Millie preferred to 
stay at home, but Uncle James and Armitage Brown set 
oat with the rest 

They climbed up the hill, some of them walking faster 
than others, and gradually split up into twos and threes. 
Presently Meadshire and Katie were for practice of speech 
alone together. 

" There was a time," said Meadshire, " when I liked this 
sort of thing; and I generally led the party. I had long 
legs, which I have still, and a thin body, which I have lost 
Now I must pnEF and pant in the rear, and rather wish I 
hadn't come at all." 

" I think exercise is very good for you," said Katie. 
" You go about far too much in your car." 

" My dear child, I am getting old. Ezerdae is an abom- 
ination onto me." 
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" Yoa ore not old at all. You are not much older than 
Captain Iirtng, and he seems like a young man." 

" He has led a good life, you see, and has therefore pre- 
served his splendid youth. I have not led a good life, and 
I am old." 

"All that is over now," she said with an air of great 
decision. " It is not to be thought about any more. It is 
not to happen again; it will not happen again." 

He looked down at her half qniisically, half tenderly. 
They made rather a queer couple, he with his great height 
and heavy shoulders, walking as if walking were not the 
most natural mode of progression for mankind, she, short 
and erect, with a step full of spring and energy. " You're 
very certain of that, aren't yon? " he said. 

" Yes, I am. Yon see now what a mistake it has all bed), 
and what trouble it brings to those who care for you." 

"Are you one of them? " 

" You know I am," she said very boldly. " First of all, 
I cared ahont it because of dear Grace; and then, wh^i I 
saw that it wasn't really part of yon, and that it spoilt 
everything, I cared becanae of yon." 

" Yoa wanted to pluck a brand from the burning? " 

" I felt that I wanted to help you. One likes to help 
one's friends." 

"Yon have been a very good friend to me, little Miss 
Brown. If I had known yon, or somebody like yon, twen^ 
years ago, things might have been very different with me." 

"Well, they are going to be different now. It is never 
too late to mend." 

" I'm not 80 sure about that. It's all a good deal harder 
than you think. The spirit is willing, but the fiesh is 
weak." 

" Oh, I hate to hear you talk like that," she said. " It 
isn't the way to do anything. You must make op your 
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mind firmly; you mnat stiffen yonnelf. One can do any- 
thing that one detennines to do." 

He laughed at hei gently. " Tou conld, I believe," he 
aoid. " Bnt, you aee, you have never played with yourself; 
you've got your will-powe» imdiatnrbed; you're young, and 
full of energy and confidence. When one haa reached my 
age, and made such a mess of things all roond, there doesn't 
seem to be much left to try for. Then when the trouble 
comes, one says to one's self, after holding out perhaps for 
a bit: 'After all, why shonldn't I? I'm doing nobody 
any harm but myself, and what does that matter? ' " 

"Yes, yoo hare said that to yourself before; but yon 
are not going to say it any more. It is different now." 

" How is it different now, little Miss Brown? " 

" Because yon have people who believe in yon. I believe 
in you; and Grace believes in you." 

" Poor dear Grace ! She was beginning to, before 
that little set-back we had in the snmmer. I say, it 
seems rather odd that I should be talking about these 
things to you." 

" I think it is a very good thing for us to talk about 
them. I used to wish I could, when Grace first told me 
all abont it; and when you came back again I wished it 
more than ever. It was one of the proudest days of my 
life when we did begin to talk about it together. I felt 
that I was trusted, and could begin to do something. I 
hate standing by and doing nothing." 

" Yea, you're a chip of the old Uock in that, aren't 
yon? Do yon know that yonr father also had a word 
with me abont my little failing? " 

"He was sorry about it, I know; and he likes you. 
What did he say?" 

" I shan't tell you what he said. At least, 111 tell yon 
some of it He thinks I ought to do something. He thinks 
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I'm ■ pretty aaelew sort of fellow aa I am. And he's not 
far wrong there." 
" I think yoa oogbt to do somediing, too." 
" What do joa Uiink I ought to do? I'm afraid I don't 
possess the financial genins of your father. Doing some- 
thing in these days generally means making money. I've 
got a genins for spending it, but I'm afraid there's nothing 
much to be made of that. Besides, I've lost my lavish 
tastes. They seem to have dropped away from me since 
I've been living her quietly with Grace. It's a rotten 
game, anyhow, chocking money away, and ibe friends you 
make over it are rotten friends. I think you can tmst 
me there, little Miss Brown. That side of my vivid career 
is over and done with." 

" I tmst yon in much more than that," she said simply. 
" What I think yon ought to do is to take np some pnblic 
work. It is what people like yon are there for, and your 
ancestors did a great deal, I know. I was reading about 
them the other day in a book at Kenuale. They won all 
sorts of honours for you, and the bononrs have descended 
to you, and yon ong^t to show that yon are worthy of 

" Nohlette oblige," he said, laughing at her again. " It 
doesn't oblige much in these days, and the time has gone 
by for me. No, I'm a oaeless sort of fellow all round. I 
shall do best by living here quietly and behaving myself as 
well as I can. Fortunately the line comes to an end with me. 
It's something to my credit that I haven't continued it" 

It was true that throughout all his follies and his looee- 
ness he had kept to that determination. He had broken 
np the fortunes of bis bouse, but he would not bequeath 
the fragments of its ruin to heirs of his body; he would 
not marry, and share his disgrace with a wife. Did he 
know now that he might do so, that this brave strong 
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confident girl walking by his side was ready to join her 
clean life to bis damaged one, to bear the harden of hit 
veakncss vitb him, to lift him oot of the shjugh in irhich 
he had involved himself ? He knew it very well. 

When the difficulties in the way of a friendship between 
Kenuale and the Herons' Nest were done away with, the 
friendship fallowed very quickly. The impetnosity with 
which Katie cleared out her rooms and transferred tbeir 
contents to Grace at the earliest possible moment, and 
sent her own warm heart with them to make amends for 
the wrong done, left no doubt as to the value of her friend- 
ship. She was longing to love Grace, if Grace would let 
her, and Grace very soon came to love her. They were 
happy together daring the weeks of early summer. They 
went' about amongst the country people, who also learnt 
to love Katie, as they had always loved Grace. The two 
were a complete contrast, Grace gentle and sweet, but too 
yielding, Katie energetic and clear-sighted. Meadshire 
showed his liking for his little Miss Brown, chaffed her 
and teased her, and sometimes succeeded in aronaing her 
strong indignation against bim. At that time neither he 
nor Grace nor Katie herself could have thought of any 
closer tie between them. 

Then came the time when he began to get moody and 
morose. Katie began to dislike Urn. She knew nothing 
of his failing. She saw Grace becoming sadder and sadder, 
and tboDght that there must be some dispute between them, 
and he was treating ber unkindly. Once she spoke to 
him with indignation about it, and he glared at her, and 
turned away without speaking. The next day he disap- 
peared, and for a week Grace shut herself up and would 
see nobody. 

Then she told Katie her troubles, and seemed to lean 
on ber for support and consolation in her bitter disap- 
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pointment. For a year had passed since this had hap- 
pened, and she had began to think that it might never 
happen again. 

When Meadsbire came back, two months later, so mnch 
snbdned that there was no chaff left in him, and he seemed 
ashamed to see Katie in the house, and escaped her when- 
ever she came there, ambidon awoke in her to show herself 
worthy of Grace's confidence, to do something to help 
these Idnd friends in their trouble. For it seemed to her 
in her innocence that Meadshire only wanted taking ont 
of himself and showing that his fanlt was forgiven him 
to regain his self-respect, and be aa he had been bef<»e, 
and better than he had been before. She felt protective, 
almost motherly, towards him. He was so like a naughty 
child who must be encouraged not to brood too mnch upon 
his fault, bat to make up his mind that it should never 
occur again. So she took much pains to raise bim oat of 
his despcmdency, and presently succeeded. 

Then came the time when he talked to her about him- 
self, and she spoke truly when she said afterwards that 
this was a proud moment for her. She conld strengthen 
and inspirit him now. She knew that Grace had come to 
feel great confidence in her influence over him, and with- 
out any real knowledge of the task before her she thooght 
herself eminently capable of raising him out of the 

It is doubtful if she did much more than keep him 
amused, although his liking and respect for her grew. 
Bat to Grace she seemed to be performing wonders. Grace 
herself hod never felt tiiat she had any real hold over him, 
mnch as she loved him, and ready as she was to do every- 
thing she could to help him. She thought that Katie, with 
her bright confident strength, could have kept htm straight 
if she had been in her place. And by and by she began 
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to form ■ hope that abe might take a closer place than hera, 
and give him back some of the years that he had lost. 

Sfae waited for a while, and then in her almost feverish 
anxiety asked him if be could not make ap his mind to 
many Katie. She put it like that; she thought she knew 
that Katie woold accept him if be asked her. 

He laughed at her, as he laaghed at most things, bat 
showed that the idea was not new to him. " She's a dear 
little thing," he said. " I could get on very well with 
her. If it had been ten years ago, I dare say I might 
bare tried my lock. Bnt It's too late now. I like the 
little thing too mnch to want to tie her ap to a {>erson 
like myself, at her age and at mine; or perhaps I don't 
like her enough. It's a little of both." 

Then Grace talked to Katie, and found oat that to 
her the idea was new and alarming. The gentle creature 
reproached herself for her thonghts about the girl, but 
her desires were so strong, were indeed heightened by 
her discovery that Katie's firmness and self-reliance went 
along with so much innocence and simpleneas of mind, 
that she would not let her alone, the ice once broken. They 
talked it over together many times, not without tears and 
strong emotion on either side, and at lost Katie said: " If 
he wants me, I will take him. I will give up my life to 
save him from himself. I know he is good and kind at 
heart, but he is weak, and I know that I am strong. Yes, 
Grace, I wOL 

She was uplifted by her decision. She had a task to 
perform. She would not only save and protect this man 
from his faults, she would make something of him, and 
be proud of him. Of her own risk she thought nothing, 
partly becaose she was ignorant of it, partly because she 
was so sare of herself. 

And so the matter stood on this Sunday afternoon. She 



:.bv Google 



«10 THE OLD OEDEB CHANGETH 

w«a readj to take him if he shonld aak her. But appar- 
ently he could not make up his mind to ask faer. Hei 
eialtation still held, but it was bectnoing s little dimmed. 
Although she talked to him so confidently and so quietly, 
she was not happy, either with him or with herself. Indeed, 
her free youthful happiness seemed to be slowly departing 
from her. Perhaps she would never recapture it again, 
whether she made her sacrifice or whether it should not 
be required of her. 

There was another couple much interested in one another 
who took advantage of that winter walk to secure a prac- 
tical solitude in the midst of the little crowd. They were 
Frank Clinton and Anne Sheard, who had reached the 
stage of looking Into one another's ejn and finding infinite 
meaning there, though the meaning was not yet declared 
between them. It was with a delicious sense of hasard 
that they had found themselves together and separatiiig 
from the rest Each of them had wanted that, but had 
not been sure that it could be brought about, or that the 
other wanted it And now that they were together, and 
the rest, though within sight, were not within hearing, 
they were so happy that they scarcely knew what to do 
with their opportunity. 

When Frank's long leave in the early summer had 
come to SD end, be had been appointed to a ship sta- 
tioned at Chatham. It was the first time In his naval 
career that he had been employed in home waters, and 
the nmnber of times that he had been able to put in an 
appearance at Eencote, and consequently at Kemssle, if 
only for a day, had seemed to indicate that leave was very 
easily obtainable for tieatenants in His Majesty's Navy. 

He had not for some time admitted to himself that he 
was very deeply in love with Anne. He had been en-^ 
conroged to go over to Kemsole during his leave, and' as 
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It had coincided with Charles Shettrd'Sj he had never gone 
there withoat going to the rectory, unless the jonng Sheards 
were up at the big honae, as they often were. A great 
deal of lawn tennis was played at £emsale dnring that 
summer, and a certain atnonnt of golf; Frank liked Katie 
and Alfred Brown, and told himself that he would hare 
gone over just as often if the Sheards had not been there. 
Perhaps he might have gone, or nearly as often, for there 
were no young people at Kencote now, Joan baring re- 
turned to her resplendent duties in London. At any rate, 
the excuse had been quite satisfactory, and he was enabled 
to satisfy bis father's curions thirst for news about his 
doings at Kenisale whenever he returned from one of his 
viuts. He never failed to mention the young Sheards when 
they had been of the par^, and Anne and Charles and 
William had been to Kencote with Katie and Alfred on 
return visits, and had been affably entreated by the Squire, 
who had never, however, broken out into commendation of 
Anne as be constantly did of Katie, 

It was not until Prank had left Kencote that he dis- 
covered how very much be had enjoyed the past few 
weeks. It had been the best leave he had ever spent, 
and he had never once slept away from Kencote. When 
he found how much drawn he was to go back there on 
all possible occasions, he could no longer disguise from 
himself the attraction that drew bim, and being of a 
direct habit of mind, and no longer a boy, began to ask 
himself whither he was tending. 

The result of his self-questionings was that he began 
to think about Anne from a slightly different angle. That 
the thou^t of her made his blood run warm was not 
quite enough. That had happened to bim with other girls, 
though never to the same extent; there were photographs 
of one or two of them in his cabin, but there was not 
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one of them that he had afaidied so earnestly as he did 
the snapshot of Anne standing on the tennis-court at 
Eencote that he had taken himself. It did not seem to 
him possible that this was a passing fancy, to fade away 
in time like the others. It was of a different qnality 

The idea of marriage with Anne gave him a deep thrill, 
bnt it coold not be admitted without carefol consideration. 
It was only when he told himself that if he was not 
prepared to woo her in earnest he ought not to be coa- 
stantly making plans to see her, that he realised what a 
blank his life there would be if he were not so prepared. 

She was very young, hardly more than a child; and he 
was coming to the end of his youth. It was a disturbing 
thought that she might not regard bim as yomig at all. 

It was quite certain that there wonld be trouble in the 
camp at Kencote if he were to announce his intention of 
bringing home Anne as a bride. That would not worry 
him much if tfae reasons for it did not affect him personally, 
and he had to make up his mind, withont blinking facts, 
whether they did or not. 

Anne was the sweetest creature In tfae world, bnt she 
was not sprung from the kind of stock from which brides 
were sought at Eencote. Did that matter? 

No; it didn't matter to him. Anne was Anne, and her 
" people " were worthy of all respect. Their ways were 
slightly different from the ways of his people, and that 
was all. The difference of their ways was almost entirely 
based upon the lack of money, and he smiled to himself as 
he invented a question for his father: "What is the dif- 
ference between the Shesrds and the Browns, if yon leave 
money out of account? " 

He found that he had acquired a. deep respect for Anne's 
father, and it was based partly upon the very fact of his 
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not being of a birth and positioD equal to his own, or 
his father's. How many men were there who would have 
made of tbenuelves what be had, or baring gained his 
aucceas would have nsed it with sach singleness of mind, 
such entire absence of unworthy ambitions? His was a 
fine character; it had gone towards the making of Anju* 
If Anne's parents were to be taken into account, her 
father ought to weigh the balance in her favour, not 
against it, if he were to be judged by worthy standards. 
As for her mother, she was more definitely marked of 
the origin to which the Squire would make strong ob- 
jections. But that was all that conld be said against her. 
She was a good simple-minded woman, unselfish and warm- 
hearted. And her character also had gone to the making 
of Anne. 

Frank had met all Anne's brothers and sisters now, and 
had liked them alL John, the Cambridge don, was like 
other young Cambridge clerical dons, rather older than 
his years in some things, rather young in others. He had 
tile family sturdiness, both in mind and body. Henry, 
the young house-surgeon, was much like him. Neither of 
them was in the least ornamental; Henry bad not quite 
got over his medical student's ron^mess. If Dick or 
Humphrey, or even Walter, had been at the Universi^ 
with them, they would have left them out of acconnt, as 
belonging to the great mass of undergraduates who led 
lives quite apart from theirs. But those standards change. 
Certainly Walter now, and probably Dick and Humphrey, 
would accept men working diligently and successfully at 
their professions on thdr merits. 

Frank conld not avoid bringing In his brothers to sit 
in judgment upon Anne's brothera. They were all some 
years older than he, and he had accepted their standards 
in his youth — the standards of their schools and colleges, 



:.bv Google 



814 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

which were socially narrows than those his own educa- 
tion had tao^t him; for in the Navy there are real 
tilings to do from the first, and ability cannot be left 
oat of account. He had been interested to see what Dick 
' would make oat of William Sheard when he took him 
over with Charles to fish at Kencote. Dick had been 
kind to him and had given him a rod; he had taken 
no notice of his defidencies of costmne, or, if he had 
noticed them, had not remarked upon them. Dick coald 
always be relied on to behave perfectly, hat Frank had 
a saspicion that his coaitesy would receive a severe strain 
if he were called upon to extend it to Anne's brothers 
in any closer degree than as the sons of a neighbouring 
parson. But oae never knew with Dick. Virginia had 
broadened bim in some respects; he had a clear brain, 
and, for a man of his native prejudices, a tolerant ont- 
look. 

Mary Sheard, the elder daughter, was the energetic capa- 
ble mistress of a class in a big London High School, very 
interested in her work, standing no nonsense, a little in- 
clined to be critical of Anne, who was not striving after 
scholastic snccess in the way she herself had been doing 
at her age. Perhaps it was on account of this critical 
attitude that Frank liked her the least of any of her 
family; and somehow, with her half-masculine "sensible' 
aess," she seemed more of a stumbling-block in the way 
of a complete miderstanding between his people and hers 
than anything else. His yoong sisters, in the stage of 
pupilage, would have "led her a dance." They mi^t 
have liked her, as a human being, as he tried now, not 
altogether without success, to do. But the schoolmistress 
would have been most apparent In her. Still, she was 
not Anne, and would not matter much. He wished that 
Joan had seen Anne. Cicely had, aad bad taken to her. 
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She hsd even wondered wbether it wonld be possible to 
get her to Mountfield as first goremess to her children. 
That was the sort of complication that it was impossible 
to get away from, and made an examinatioii of the Sheards' 
condition essential, distasteful as it was. 

When it all came to be summed ap, Anne's extreme 
yooth and the very abort time he had known her were 
the only things that held him back. He was not a boy 
to rush into an engagement with a pretty girl who had 
made an impression npon him. He most have more time. 
But no consideration deterred him from seeing as ranch 
of her as he could during that summer and autumn, and 
now at the end of it he knew that the impression she had 
made upon him was not a passing one. He loved her 
deeply and truly, and loved her more every time he saw 
her. And by this time there was very little donbt that 
she loved him. Her looks and her words gave hlva the 
sweetest thrills when fae recalled them in the silence of 
his night watches, going over every minute of the time 
he had passed with her, and ardently longing to be with 
her again. 

He was just at that stage when his final word hnng 
upon a chance. He could not be quite sure what the 
answer wonld be nntil he had said the word, and the 
state of tremulous happiness in which they were living 
was too sweet to be cot short except at the bidding of 
strong emotion. 

The word was not spoken that afternoon. They talked 
of everything but their love for each other, but that was 
implied in everything that they said. The word trembled 
on his lips many times, hut he held it back, he conld not 
have told why. At the end, their solitude was suddenly 
invaded by Meadshire and Katie catching them up, and 
he was not alone with Anne again. The chance had passed. 
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but it vonld come again. It would come at Christmas' 
time, when be would get a long leave, and bo mnch would 
be going on at Kemsale that they would meet every day. 
And in the meantime this walk hod given him a crowd 
of sweet memories on which to feed nntil he saw her again. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

A DIFFERENCE OF FEINCIPLE 

Abhitaox Browit w&a angry. Anger was a passitn that 
he rarely indulged in, and when he did he kept its expression 
rigidly subdued, and used other meanri to make it felt 
It had leldom happened that those means had not been 
efficacious in removing the cause of fais anger. 

fiat his wife was the cause of his anger now, and he 
could not remove her. He must make his will felt otherwise. 

They were in her boudoir together. It was a room he 
seldom visited. It was not used except in the daytime, 
and in the daytime their ways had always l^n apart 
Tbey did so now whenever he spent his time at Kemsale. 
He had his interests ^d she bad hers. They had never 
clashed before, but they were clashing now, and he had 
come to tell her that the clashing mast cease. 

" I thought it was understood," he was saying, " that 
after what happened here a month ago, the hoose was 
not to be filled again with strangers." 

" Bat, Arraitage, these people are not atrangera." 

" I call them strangera. At any rate they are exactly 
the same sort of people as were asked here before. Call 
them what you like. They are not coming here again." 

She was offended by his brusqueneis. " You have never 
spoken to me like that before," she said. 

He took a seat deliberately. " It is quite time I spoke 

plainly," he said, " and I do so now once for all. I have 

never^ as fat as I remember, once interfered with 

UT 
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your way of living, thongh it hasn't always sait«d me. 
Since we first went abroad yon hare spent enormoos sums 
of money on your parties, and on people tbat I don't 
care a bit abont, except one or two here and there, and 
I don't believe yon care about them any more than Z do. 
I don't gmdge yon the money — that's nothing; spend 
what yon like in any way that amnsea yon. And J don't 
grudge yon your parties, as long as you keep them to their 
proper place. Their prefer place is in London and at 
the villa, not at Kemsale." 

"Why don't you want people invited to Kemsale? It 
is the regular thing to do with a great house like this? " 

" What do I care about the regular thing? I'm not 
going to give up my home to what you call the regular 
thing. I don't object to people being invited to Kemsale 
if they are my friends, or yours, or the children's friends. 
I like to see them here, and the more of tbem there are 
the better I like it. And I like to see people here from 
the neighbourhood. I should like to see a good many more 
of them, not only the people from the big bouses, but 
the others as well." 

" What do you mean by the others? Do yon mean the 
farmers and the tradespeople?" 

" 2 shouldn't at all object to seeing some of the farmers 
here. But I think yon know quite well what I mean; 
and I do mean it. The people I don't want to see here, 
and am not going to have here, are the people who come 
just for what they can get and are only asked because 
they're what's called smart. I'll ask you to accept that 
decision and act upon it for the future." 

There was a dull flush on her face. -It was true that 
he had never spoken to her in this way before. But then 
she had never given him occasion to. Was it worth while, 
for the sake of her ambitions, to bold out against him? She 
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was a proud woman; she conld not give in, in a matter in 
which he had n£ver before interfered, for jast a word from 
him, not too coorteooslf expreued. 

" I think yon are taking a very eztraordinarj line," she 
said. " Do 70a really mean, after all these years, that I 
am not allowed to ask my friends to my bonae." 

He shifted in his seat. " I'll pat it more plainly still," 
he said. " This isn't a small matter ; it has come to 
be an important difference of principle between you and 
me; and where it is a question of principle I am going 
to have my way, as head of the house." 

" How can you talk abont a question of principle in 
ancfa a matter as this? One would tiiink I was propos- 
ing to do something definitely wrong." 

" Well, I think it ia wrong. You talked just now about 
asking your friends here. Please tell me this: out of 
all those people who came here to shoot the other day, 
bow many were really your friends? Which of them 
would you ask to spend a week with you here alone, as 
you would ask James and Millie, for instance? " 

" That is quite different." 

" I know it is quite dj^fferent. That is just what I am 
saying. Not one of those people was a friend of yours 
in any way. You didn't know what to do with them 
wben they were here. They were as mnch a nuisance to 
you in the house as they were to me; in fact, more so, 
for there were one or two I liked talking to, and I don't 
think there was a single one that you did. The fact of 
the matter is, my dear, you don't make friends. It may 
seem a harsh thing to say, but it's perfectly true. Yon 
are loyal enough to the few yon have, but there isn't a 
single one of them that belongs to the smart world, and 
you're really not comfortable with people of that sort 
when you're got tbem round you. I'm not either, though. 
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upon mj word, I tfaink I'm more cwnfortable with them 
than yon are. They're jnat furniture for your amart 
partiei. Keep them so, if it amuses yon to hare them; I 
don't complain of that; bat don't mix them ap irith yoar 
home life. They only spoil it." 

What be had said, though wounding her, was too true 
to be contradicted. She had not thought he had seen it. 
She had even thought that he had taken some pride in 
her social successes, that it had suited him that she should 
play the part that she had, the part for which he was not 
fitted himself. She could not even now believe that he 
was quite indifferent to it. 

" I really don't understand you," she said. " I know 
that there was a time when you preferred to live quietly 
at Hillgrove, and keep clear of society altogether. But 
when yon became very well known, I thought that you 
had made up your mind that yon could not go on hiding 
yourself there, that yon most mix more with the world. 
I hare done everything for you in that way, taken all the 
burden of it off your shoulders, and brought yon into touch 
with all sorts of people. I thought that I was helping 
you, and doing what you wished." 

" Well, if I thought yon had done It entirely for my 
sake, I'd say thank you, you're done it very well. But I 
don't want to be unfair; it suits me all right that I'm known 
in London not merely as a man who grubs for money in 
the City. To that extent tlie place you've made for 
yourself, and I suppose me with yon, is worth something. 
As far as I'm concerned it's worth just the trouble I take 
to go out when I'd rather be sitting at home, and not a 
bit more than that, except that it pleases you. But here 
it's different This is my home. Can't yon see it? It 
doesn't seem to me very difficult." 

" When we decided on this place out of all the others 
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we considered, there was no talk of our having b large 
London house. That came afterwards. If yoo had said 
at that time: take a Loudon hoiue to see people in, and 
a coontry faonse to retire to, I should have liked that very 
well. But we certainly shouldn't have bought Eenuale, 
which is quite absurd for a place to shut one's self up in. 
It was to be— or so I understood it — the place in which 
we were to make the difference. We had shut ourselves 
up at Hillgrove. There was no idea of our shotting our- 
selves up here." 

" You talk a lot of our shutting onrselves up, and that's 
the last thing I want, and the last thing we're doing. 
We must have a dozen young people staying in the house 
now, and more coming. I like all that Give them their 
ball by all means, and all the fun you can. That's all I 
thought it meant till I tombled to it that it was going 
to be made an excuse for another party of the sort we 
had here a month ago. That will spoil everything, 
and I " 

" Wait a minate, please, Armitage. I want to see ex- 
actly what it is that you do want, and what it is that 
you are blaming me for. Is it not a fact that when you 
bought this place it was becanse yon were ready to come 
out of your shell, and to see more of the world? When 
we settled upon this enormous house, before we decided 
to have one in London as well, did yon really mean that 
we were to keep it to ourselves, and to Alfred's and 
Katie's friendsP That is what I want to know." 

He had recovered his good humour. He was going to 
have his own way. He had said the unpleasant thing 
that he had made up his mind to say; he had no wish 
to put his wife into a state of antagonism towards binu 
" Well, you've cornered me," he said. But the facts of 
the case are these, and I hope youll accept them and 
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act OD them. When we made the change I di<ln't qaite 
Icnow what I wanted. I snppose I was ready to take up 
a bigger position in the world than I had done before, 
and I thooght I conld do it by buying a fine country 
hoDse and estate — the finest there was in the market. I 
had really very few ideas as to what I was going to do 
with it all. The estate was to be a sort of toy to me, 
and the house to you. Neither of as knew anything abont 
life in the country, and the trouble seems to me to be that 
while I've learnt a good deal aboat my part, you've learnt 
very little abont yours." 

" I wish you would say what you have to say without 
making unkind speeches, Armitage. 1 am willing to fall 
in with your views when you have explained them, but 
I am not willing to accept blame for having misonderstood 
yon. Yoo hare already admitted that your views have 
changed since we came here." 

" I don't want to be unkind, my dear, but I think yoa 
knew quite well that I should object to what you were 
going to do, and I am trying to make yon see that you 
have been going on the wrong tack, and to agree with me 
about it What has become plain to me since we have 
been living here is that yon are much more mixed up with 
your neighbours in the country, rich and poor, than yoa 
are in London. You can't leave them out of account, and 
go your own way. I very soon saw that, when I began 
to get to work with estate business. It's one of the reasons 
why everybody is up in arms at once when they hear of a 
rich man like me buying a big estate. They know all about 
that side of it — people like the Clintons, I mean; even 
people like Meadshire, who make so many mistakes otheI^- 
wise — and they think that people like us don't know. Well, 
they're right. But 1 tumbled to it pretty qoickly, and I 
believe there's very little feeling left against me on that 
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score. I'm doing all that the old-estaUiflhed people are 
doing, and more besides." 

" I really don't see, Armitage, what that has to do with 
That we are talking about. Yon mention the Clintons. 
How arc they, and people like them, who live abont here, 
different from the people I want to ask here? We have 
known them a very short time. Lord and Lady Dawliah, 
and one or two others I had meant to ask next month, we 
have known for years, ever since we first went abroad." 

" They are different because they are oar neigfabonrs. 
What I say is that In the country your social life and 
even your business is based upon something much more 
like friendship than it is in London. Yon have interests 
In common with all the people about yon. Yon meet them 
in a more intiinate way. Well, take the Clintons. They 
call on ns and they ask ns to dine. Tbey don't give as 
a formal dinner-party. They take as into their family. 
And it doesn't end there, either. The yoang people make 
friends, and there's coming and going between onr two 
houses. That's what I like to see. And, mind yon, that's 
going on always. We're. only jast at the be^nning of 
it, you and I. When Alfred takes the reiits here after me, 
there's that tie, and others like it; and when his children 
come they'll be friends with the next generation at Sen- 
cote. It's something worth thinking about Yon don't 
get that sort of thing except in the conntry: You cer- 
tainly don't get it with the smart people who come to 
your parties in London. They come and eat yonr food 
and drink yonr wine, and think they're doing you a favour. 
They know nothing abont yon, and yon know nothing abont 
them." 

" Why did yon say just now that I did not understand, 
or had not learnt, what you have just been saying? I 
understand it very well. I am ready to entertain onr comi- 
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try neigbboura as w^U u they have ever been entertained, 
even in this houae, ivbere a great deal of state was kept np." 

" I should think if you were to make inquiries about 
the entertaimnents that were given in this honse yoa 
would find that they didn't depend upon state at all. A 
certain amoant of state was natural for people like that, 
and It isn't natural for people like us. If they got Ug 
parties of people together they got them together to enjoy 
themselves, not for the sake of showing off thdr state. 
I'm quite sure that the shooting parties they had here 
weren't like that ghastly affair of ours the other day." 

" I wish yon wouldn't keep harping upon that I admit 
that it was not a success. But that was largely because 
there was no man to organise it." 

" I don't agree with you. The shootiiig was the only 
thing that went well, thanks to Irving. The party was 
a failure because the people yon asked to it weren't your 
friends. And it would be just the same with your ball 
next month, if I were to consent to your asking people 
in the same way." 

" When the last big ball was given here, not long before 
Lord Meadsbire's grandfather died, the house was filled 
with people staying here for ^t. I hsve seen a printed 
list of the guests." 

" And who were the gaeata i Every oae of them rela- 
tions and friends of the family, I've not the snuUlest 
doubt. It's just what I'm saying. If people lilce that 
were to give a big ball in London all the smart crowd 
would be asked, I dare say. But they would only ask 
their friends to a ball in the country. Of course their 
friends would be people like themselves, and I dare saj 
their names would make a fine show in a printed list. 
Even if yoa coold get a list to look something like it, ft 
wouldn't be the same thing, for they wouldn't be yoor 
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friends. And I've a pret^ strong saspidon, too, tbat it 
wooldn't look like the same thing to those who really 
knew. The people who would go to tbem wooldn't come 
to us. Why should they? They don't want anything 
from Ds. Yoor DawUsbes and people like that do, and 
that's why they aaae. And we want something from them, 
or we shouldn't ask them." 

"What do we want from them?" 

" Their naises, in a list. I can't think of anything elae." 

" Well, Armitage, I think yon are nnfair to me. 1 have 
listened to all yon have said, and tried to miderstand your 
point of view. I do understand it to some extent and am 
willing to obey you when yon tell me exactly what it is 
that you do want. But it is very nnfair to accuse me of 
running after people for the sake of tbeir names, aa you 
express it. It is a thing I have never done. It is rather 
the other way about. People have run after me." 

" Well, my dear, if yon want the plain truth, I' think 
you have deteriorated in that respect since we have been 
at Kemsale. You are at liberty to make your own friends, 
of course, but the only one you aeem to have made here, 
out of all the nice people we have come to know, is a 
woman I've no respect for at all. If yon're not a snob 
by nature — and I don't think yon are — she is, and yon 
have acted more on her ideas than yon have on your own," 

Her face grew red again. " I can hardly be said to 
have made a friend of Mrs. Fuller," she said. "She has 
been useful to me, and I have been able to do things for 
her. And I am not aware of having acted on her ideas." 

" Well, you haven't acted as yon did before. It used to 
amuse me rather to see people running after you. It doesn't 
amuse me at all to see yon running after them." 

" I do not mn after people, Armitage." 

" I call it ronning after them. How were yon g<ring 
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to ask people for this party? Write first to the bluest 
of them, and fill np the places of those that refnse — 
don't think it good enough — hy the next biggest. It isn't 
good enough for as, my dear. We're what we are. Let's 
keep onr self-respect, and ask people to our bouae that 
will come becanse tbey like os, and not what we can 
give them." 

She thongbt orer it for a moment. Underneath die 
chagrin she felt at having desires that she had scarcely 
formulated dragged out and shown np to her, there was 
a sense of relief at being free of a bnrden. To arrange 
her programme for people who .would tboronghly appre- 
date it, and give her no trouble at all by their presence, 
and let the others go by, was a large relief. And she 
began to have a glimmering of what lay at the back of 
her husband's mind, and to see tliat he was right. Her 
parties at Kemsale conld be as freqnent and as elaborate 
as she pleased, but they must have a different basis from 
her parties In London. They mast draw chiefly from 
the people aronnd, and there was, after all, a large field 
to draw from. They could not be as " select " as her 
London parties, but they would be enjoyed much more, 
and credit would accrue to her from one form of enter- 
tainment as much as from the other. 

" Well, I will tear np the invitations I have written," 
she said, " except to one or two of Katie's friends." 

" I don't want you to tear up any to Katie's friends." 

"I am thinking of people whom we have known at Uie 
villa. Katie has made friends amongst the people yon 
so much object to." 

" I don't object to them any more than to any other 
set of people. 1/ yov had made friends amongst them 
yoa'd have been at liberty to ask them here. Don't let 
OS spar about it. I think we understand one anot^■r; 
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and if yoD will tbink it over yon will see that I am right. 
Now aboQt these parties. Yon will look after everything 
indoors, of course. The yonng people ought to have a 
royal time; and their elders too. The men ean shoot, 
those of them who want to, and we had better get over a 
few nei^bours as well — older men, who have been accas- 
tomed to shoot here. I don't know anything about it, 
and it doesn't interest me, except to go out and look on 
occasionally. And Alfred doesn't seem to care for it either. 
I propose to pnt all the arrangements into Irving's hands. 
He got ns ont of a hole last time, and I dare say he'll, 
like doing it He has done it for three years, and paid 
for it, or his friends have — I don't know. Anyhow, he'll 
get just as much fun out of it as he did before." 

" Before you do that, Armitage, I wish you would talk 
to Alfred and see if yon can't induce him to take all that 
np as a dnty. It seems to me humiliating that we should 
have to call in an outsider to do what the men of the 
house ought to do. If you do not care to make those 
arrangements, Alfred ooght to. He does shoot, and it 
can't he very difficult to learn what there Is to learn. 
Let Captain Irving help him. If yon like; but don't put 
everything into his hands, as if he were master bere>" 

" There's something In tliat I'll talk to Alfred. I 
should like him to take an interest in all that sort of 
thing. He's not too cAd, as I am. And goodness knows, 
he has little enou^ to do; he doesn't do the work that 
he professes to be doing. I've not said anything about 
that, because my Ideas have changed somewhat since we 
came here. It seems to me now that there is plenty for 
Alfred to do here, if he'll do it. Captain Clinton keeps 
pretty busy looking after property that will be his some 
day; and this will be Alfred's in the same way. He 
didn't take to my business in London, and didn't amdi 
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mind. But there's a great deal of biuineas to be done 
here that I shall be disappointed if he doesn't take to. I 
don't want him to grow into a slacker. We have an 
example of that before our e^es, and it's one that ought 
to make him carefnL" 

" I am very disappointed in Alfred. I thoaght at first 
that he would take an interest in the place. But lately 
he has done nothing but moon about; and if there is any- 
thing that's wanted of him be rans away." 

" Well, I don't blame bim for rnoning sway from what 
he did. Bat now we have settled that that is not to happen 
again, he onght to play his part I haven't worried him 
about it yet, because I thought be had better get used to 
\h.e idea of living here first He has got used to it, I 
think. He has been a great deal more at home this year 
than, he ever was before." 

" I can't make him out. He seems to have changed. 
I was prepared to take an interest in the garden with liim, 
as that was what he began with. Bat he takes an interest 
in it no longer. He takes an interest in nothing to do 
with the place. He even told me the other day that be 
hated the house ai it is now. He and Katie are always 
grang off to the Herons' Nest I suppose Ix>rd Mead-) 
sbire and Lady Grace have put ideas into tbeii heads. It 
is a great nuisance. I wish they were out of the place 
altogether." 

Armitage Brown did not take this np. He was tbougbt- 
ful for a moment "Well, I'll have a good talk with 
Alfred," be said. 
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FATEEE AND SON 

Ibmvi Fdluer came down to breakfast twent? minotes late, 
in motor-cap and coat Her motber, who had been only 
a quarter of an hour late, exclaimed in vexation. " Sorely 
yon're not proposing to go trapeaing off for the day when 
there's everything to be settled this morning up at the 
faonse," she said. 

" It's a fine day," said Irene carelessly, " and I thoa^t 
I sboold like to go with father. They wim't want me np 
at the honse." 

" Yon can make yourself very nscfnl there. I told Mrs. 
Brown particularly that I shoiild like to bring you. I 
take all the trouble I can to get you in to things, and 
you haven't got the sense to lift a little finger for your- 
self, even when everytiiing's made easy for you. There's 
that Anne Sheard in and out of the house as if it belonged 
to her, and you might be the same if you'd just exert your- 
self a little. As it is yon're jost like a stranger there." 

" They don't care for me and I don't care for them," said 
the girL " What good should I be to help settle things? " 

" Really, you'd try the patience of a saint. There arc 
the parts In the tableaiu to be finally settled, and the 
costumes. If you're there, yonTl get the good parts yon 
ought to get. If yon're not, I've got to do it all for you, 
and I'm not going to. It looks as if I was always trying 
to shove you in." 

" Well, that's what yon always, are trying to do, isn't it ? " 

"When yon've had breakfast, yoall just go and dress 
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yoMaelf properly and wait till it'a time to come with me. 
I've had enough of it You're always wanting to go off 
with your father now, and you never oaed to before. What 
yoa've got in yonr head I don't know. Bnt you've got to 
drop it and do what you're told. I'm sick of yon and 
your ways. All the young people in the house will be 
there this morning, and Alfred will be making his final 
srrangementB. I'm not going to have yoa out of it. If 
you don't know where joax bread's buttered, I do." 

" Alfred won't be there thia morning," said Herbert 
Fuller. " He is coming with his father to meet ns at 
Points. I wish you'd told me you wanted to come last 
night, Irene. I said I'd take William Sheard." 

"Ob, if it's only William Sheard," said Mrs. Fuller, 
** he can sit ap behind, as he's done before; good enough 
for him too. The way those Sheards poke themselves in 
everywhere — well, I should be ashamed to do it in that 
bare-faced way. I wonder why Alfred has changed his 
mind. I quite understood that there was to be a meeting 
to decide things thia morning at half-past ten. He doesn't 
seem to be taking the interest in the Udtleana that Mrs. 
Brown hoped he would. Did you tell him that yon were 
going to Points this morning, Irene i " 

" No. I haven't seen him for nearly a week." 

" Well, yon can go this time; but next time you'll please 
ask my leave beforehand. Yon seem to think you ean 
do exactly what yon like. \ow mind yon talk to Alfred 
abont the tableaux. Make some snggestions, and show an 
interest in them. See that yon get some good parts. 
For goodness' sake try and do tometlmtg for yourself, and 
don't leave it all to me." 

" I shall be starting in a quarter of an hour," said Fuller, 
rising from the table, " with yon or without you, Irene." 

Herbert Fuller was a bnsy happy little man in theae 
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i^ya. The alterationa tliat he had made in his hmue during 
the enmmer pleased him greatly, and fortunately they alao 
pleased his wife, who had now resigned herself to a per- 
manent occupation of Barton's Farm. Armitage Brown, 
always intent upon tfane-saring, had bongfat him a two- 
seated car for estate work, which he drove fainuelf. .It 
had been one of his ambitions to have a little ctir, but his 
wife's expenditure had hitherto stood in the way. 

William Sbeard made his appearance jnst before the 
time appointed, and hung about in front of the bouse, much 
to Mrs. Fuller's annoyance, who, however, did not ask 
him in. She hated all the Sheards, and usually referred 
to William as " the hobbledehoy." But William's appear- 
ance had quite altered since he had first come to Kemsale, 
and bis outlook too. Armitage Brown had suggested that 
he should be taken into the estate office. He had paid- 
Fuller a premium to teach him his work, on the nnder- 
Btanding that tbe Sbeards were not to know of it. An 
outlook almost too rosy for belief was in front of the 
boy: in the foreground a life for which he was emi- 
nently suited, to be lived entirely in the country, which 
he was get^ng to love more and more, and in the distance 
the practical certainty of succeeding to tbe Eemsale agency, 
if be showed himself competent. He wss showing himself 
exceedingly competent; Fuller had never had a pupil or 
an assistant so keen and immersed in his work. Every bit 
of it was a delight to him; he could think and talk about 
scarcely anything else. As he waited on tbe gravel, an 
oSence to Mrs. Fuller's eyes, even she could hardly find 
her excuse in his appearance. He was dressed in rough 
brown tweeds, very different from his shabby school clothes, 
and if he did look like a farmer's son, as she remarked 
disgustedly to Irene, he looked like a very contented and 
prosperous one. 
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He did not mind at all sitting up on the little patch 
behind, and told Irene that he was glad she was coming 
wltb them, in a -w&y irith which even Mrs. Foller could 
have found no fault. He had dropped some of his shyaeaa 
and awkwardness; he had found his niche in the world 
and was gaining confidence in himself and bis abilities 
every day. He leaned over the back of the car as they ran 
along the muddy roads, and talked to Fuller about tb« 
land tbey were passing through and about the work tbere 
was in hand that morning, and Fuller treated him as an 
eqnal, and sometimes deferred to his opinion. Irene sat 
silent for the most part, but showed some interest when 
tbey talked about the dairying. 

They arrived at Points Farm rather before the time at 
which Armitage Brown had appointed to meet them there. 
They did not go to the boose, bat stopped opposite to 
where the new bnildings were now all ready for the work 
in iriiich Points Farm was to lead the way. 

Mr. and Mrs. Davis and their son were waiting for 
them at the gate. Mrs. Davis had lost sotne of her air of 
melancholy; she was now as interested and as optimistic 
about the project as anybody. She gave Irene a warm 
greeting. "Well, now, this Is a pleasant surprise, my 
dear," she said. " Will yoo come into the house and 
take a little refreshment, or wonid yoa like to wait and 
go round the buildings with the rest of as ? " > 

Irene said she would go round the bnildings. She was 
a diiferent girl from the one who mooned about at home, 
taking no interest in anything, as her mother so often told 
her. She even wanted to begin the inspection at once, 
and John Davis took her off for a preliminary view with- 
out waiting for the rest. The two of them seemed to have 
plenty to say to one another, but as a matter of fact 
Irene bad been to Points Farm with her father several 
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times of Ute, Kod scarcely needed allowing what bad been 
done. 

William Shcard found himself talking to old Mr. Davis, 
who had taken a fancy to him. 

" It's a fine thing to make yonr Uring out of the land, 
and to live on the land," said the old man. " Times arc 
changing all round us, bat the land moat always go on. 
If you study it diUgratly it won't fail you. You may not 
make so much money as in other pursuits, but yoa live 
the beat »ort of life. Yon are fortunate to get your chance, 
and I think you will do well with it." 

" 1 shall try my best, Mr. Davis," said the boy. " It's 
the one thing I really like, and feel fitted for. It's Mr. 
Brown who has given me my chance, and I feel very 
grateful to him." 

" Mr. Brown is a good-hearted man," said the old fanner, ' 
" and I believe a far-seeing one. I am not yet convinced 
that all his ideas are right, but my son is quite sure that 
we shall all do well to follow him, and I am ready to fall 
in, for the few years longer that I have before me. The 
old people are gone, or going, and those of them that are 
left must try and keep step with the new ones." 

Armitage Brown's car came up at that moment and 
he and Alfred alighted ^m it. Alfred looked a shade 
dispirited, but cheered op as the little party came together, 
and showed more interest in the subject in hand than 
might have been expected of him. 

The inspection did not take long. The chief object of 
Armitage Brown's visit to this part of his estate was the 
farm that was being cut up into small holdings, and the 
buildings that were being adapted or newly erected on it. 
When a move was made away from Points Farm, Irene 
elected to stay behind and talk to Mrs. Davis. Her father 
was to pick her up oa bis way back. Mrs. Fuller would 
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not have been plesKil if she had kno«m that her inter- 
course with Alfred had been confined to a few words of 
greeting and farewell. 

The expedition ended with a visit to the new factory, 
now nearly completed. Alfred and his father went on to 
Kencote, where they were to Innch. Aa they ahnt them- 
selves in at the back of the car, oat of hearing of the 
chauffeur, Armitage Brown began at once: " Now there it 
is, Alfred. You've seen it all, and beard a great deal about 
iL It's all interesting enough, but as far as I'm concerned 
I want to go on to tbe next thing, now I've once put it ia 
hand. Can't you make up your mind to take it np? " 

Some suggestion of that sort made on the way out had 
Induced that air of depression in which Alfred had reached 
Ptrfnts Farm. " I really can't see that it's in the least in 
my line, father," he said plaintively. " It's all business, 
yon know, just as it was in Lombard Street, and I thought 
we bad agreed that I am not cut out for bniiness." 

" I don't mean that you should take it as bosiness, except 
to get a general idea of tbe financial side. It's using tbe 
land to tbe best advantage, and settling as many people 
as possible on to it that is the chief thing in this sdieme. 
It isn't money-making — at least not for as. Just a fair 
return; that's all I want from it" 

" Well, what do you want me to do ? I was interested 
in the new cottages — rather wished I'd bad a hand In 
designing them. I think I could have made one or two 
improvements." 

His father turned to him eagerly. " Now that's exactly 
tbe sort of interest I want yon to take," be said. " You've 
shown so little, that it never occurred to me to talk to yon 
about that particnlar detail. Look here, my boy; let'i 
have it straight out, you and I. I've made tbe mon^; 
there's no necessity for you to make any more. Bat yon've 
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got to use what IVe made, you know, sooner or later. Most 
of it will come to you. And this place will come to yon. 
Whatever I do here, If I live another thirty years, I shall 
just be the rich stranger, who knows nothing about it all. 
They'll say that of me, if I coin gold out of the land. I. 
shan't belong. Bnt with yon it's different It's different 
already. They'll moke friends with yon in a diffeient sort 
of way to what they will with me. In a few years yonll 
be one of them. That's what I want yon to see, and to 
play up to." 

One would hare thought by his face of misery that the 
yonng man was being told that expectations of wealth 
were to be disappointed, instead of being begged to take 
advantage of them, 

" Surely it's not so very difficult," his father said with 
a touch of impatience. " Yoa're got one of the most bean- 
tifnl homes in England. I'm just asking you to take an 
interest in it. I bought it partly for yon." 

" Yon never told me so. I didn't have mnch to say in it." 

" You might have had all the say you wanted. What's 
wrong with the place, Alfred ? What's wrong with govt " 

" I don't know that there's anything wrong with me, 
except that I'm the son of a rich man. I don't seem to 
have been cut ont for it" 

" I don't know whether you think you're cut ont for the 
son.of a poor man. I don't. You've done exactly what you 
liked; you've stock to no work. You haven't spent a great 
deal of money, it's true, hut you've had all that .money 
could buy you in your home, and you've lived jnst as it 
suited yon outside of it A poor man's son couldn't have 
done what you have." 

"I'm afraid I'm rather a useless sort of fellow, father; 
but I can't help thinking that, if I hadn't had any money 
at all behind me, I could have made enough to live pretty 
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rnoch as I httve— except, of course, vhcD IVe bees at 

" Yes, and for how long? If ■ been all very well so 
far. But you're getting on now. You're tweuty-six. You 
might have wanted to marry before this; I hope it won't 
be long before you do marry. You couldn't offer a wife 
the sort of life you've been living abroad, even if you'd 
made it pay for itself, which you haven't I've never 
bothered you about all that wandering of yours, but of 
course it has been a great disappointment to inc. I always 
wanted yon to do something. I didn't care what it was; 
but so far you've only enjoyed yourself." 

Alfred sfghed. " I suppose I've enjoyed myself more 
than most fellows," he said. " I've got that to look back 
upon; and you've been very good about it, father. If 
you want me to settle down now, I owe it to you to do 
what you want." 

Armitage Brown felt baffled. " I wonder if there's any 
other young man in the world who looks at things in the 
way you do," he said with an affectionate but irritated 
smile. " What am I asking you to do ? Any one would 
think I wanted you to shnt yourself up in a prison. Yon 
can go abroad whenever you want to, as long as you don't 
stay away too long. You needn't go In for London society, 
if you don't care about it; I'm glad you don't; I shouldn't 
have left you so free as I have if you'd been a young man 
about town, or a loafer, as I prefer to call it. I quite 
tiiought you had taken to coontry life at one time." 

" So I have to some extent. I've been here at Eemsale 
mare often and for longer than I've stayed in any place 
In England since you let ine off Lombard Street" 

"WeU?" 

" The place is too big, too rich. It oppresses me. 
We don't seem to belong to it It fitted the people who 
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were here before; it doesn't aeem to fit oa. Ail the time 
we're trying to lire up to something, something we don't 
understand." 

" There's something in that, Alfred. I'd no idea of it 
before I came here. I suppose yon saw it all along, and 
that's why yon took no interest in it when we first talked, 
it over." 

" It may seem odd, bnt I never thought of it as a place 
that had anything to do with me at all.- I certainly never 
thoogbt of it as « place that wonld he mine some day, as 
jrou say it will." 

" A father has no right to grumble at that, my boy. 
And I hope it will be a good many years yet before yon 
have to take it over from me." 

" So many years that one needn't think abont it at all, 
need one? " 

There was silence for a time. Then Armitage Brown 
said: "These people we're going to — the Clintons. 
There's the old man, bred op to it all. They say he's 
hardly left Eencote since he inherited it from his grand- 
father. And there's his eldest son. From what I hear 
be has been abont a great deal more than his father; 
bnt now he has settled down there too. Yoo might say 
that the old man was the narrow-minded comitry squire 
that one reads and hears abont, thou|^ he has his points 
too, and he's not a man to be despised. Bnt his son is 
different He's a man of brains, of a sort. He conld 
never have done what I have; very few men conld. Bnt 
if he'd been bom to a big position in the financial world 
— the son of a big banker, or something of that sort — 
he'd have made good. He'd have carried on. And he's 
Been the world. Yet there he is, qnite happy in living 
the best part of his time here in the country, and looking 
after his father's interests, that will be his by and by." 
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" Isn't thftt becanse be was bom to H? " 

" I suppose so, partly. Bat it's a lot that most ydung 
men voaldn't ask to be bom to, if tbey faftd it offered to 
them young enough. I shouldn't It's too late for mc 
noT to change my interests altogether. I want to be 
doing bigger things than I could do here. But I think 
if I were to be offered my life again, beginning at yonr 
age, I should choose your chance rather than my own. 
I can never be a satisfactory squire of Kemsale, as old 
Mr. Clinton is of Kencote. But yon can. And Kemsale 
wants its sqnlre. I've come to see that" 

Alfred laughed. " Fancy me a squire ! " fae said. " And 
as for that, father, I think yon have tamed yourself into 
a squire in a thousand. You're not cut after the pattern 
of Mr. Clinton, of course; but yon bring a new mind to 
it, and a mind that's able to take np anything that it seta 
itself to. If I tried to follow yon, it would be just 
Lombard Street all over again. I haven't got it in me." 

" Haven't yon got it in yon to do something or other 
with yonr father, Alfred? I've done everything alone, 
all my life." 

Alfred was touched. The words, and the tone in which 
they had been spoken, revealed something in his father 
that he had not suspected hitherto. 

" Do you feel like that about Kenuale? " he asked. 

" I'll tell you exactly what I feel about Kcmsale. It's 
a mnch bigger thing than I thought it was when I bought 
it When I was making my plans about running the 
estate, not to pay handsomely, but to pay as a business 
proposition, I was constantly getting little warnings that 
it couldn't be treated just as any other business proposi- 
tion. I was impatient of them. I thought it was all 
old-fashioned feudalism, that a go-ahead modem man would 
just get rid of. Now I look upon it differently. The 
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fendalism can be overdone. It was here. It's good neither 
for landlord nor tenants that one man should be looked 
op to a« of different day from all the rest, or so it seems 
to me. The way I lode at it ia that they ought to be all 
in together, with the landowner as the goiding spirit. 
Perhaps they woold say — the old people — that that was 
their way. Well, according to their lights they act np to 
it, the best of them. They know their people and they 
are ready to help them in all sorts of ways. It isn't 
like a big business In London where you've got hundreds 
of people dependent on yon, but know no more about 
most of them than if they were strangers. That's the 
aide of it I should like to see yon take up. You're fitted 
for it. You can make friends; people bke yon. They 
like yon already, the people here, and little Katie too; 
she's doing just what she ought to do, and no old-fashioned 
sqoire's danghter of them all could do it any better. The 
people look ou yon and her in a different way from what 
tiiey look upon me; I can see tJiat. If yon ask me what 
I want you to do, I want you to live in the place — make 
your home in it." 

" It isn't much to ask of me, 111 admit," said Alfred. 
" It's what I have done for the greater part of the past 
year." 

" Well, perhaps I want a little more than that. I want 
to be able to talk to you about what I do myself here, 
when I come down. I shan't he here quite so much after 
Christmas. There's a big affair on that will occupy most 
of my time for some months to come. I don't find that 
this place gives me enough scope. I've been very inter- 
ested in this dairying business, and I think it will turn 
out all right. But to tell you the truth, it was a lucky 
chance, to begin with. I might have taken up some other 
scheme that wouldn't have had so much promise. I didn't 
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know enongh. I shall go slower in the future, do what 
I can to get the pUce np gradually, working a good deal 
more on the old lines, oaleaB T see a brilliant opening. I 
want to come down here and have things to interest me, 
bnt not work at in a big way. It's to be my recreation. 
Bnt I should like it to be mock more than that to 70U." 

" H it is to take an interest in the people, father, I 
think I can do that; and as for model cottages and that 
sort of improvement, if you want it, I could take an 
interest in that too." 

" Well, think it over, Alfred. Do what you like in the 
place, but let ns talk over what 70a do together. I shall 
aijoy the place more than I do now, if I can feel that 
I'm helping you to make what you'd like to make out of 
it. I'm not bad at putting ideas into shape, yon know. 
It's what I've been used to." 

Alfred langhed at him. " Dear old dad ! " he said. 
" Yon're a perfect marvel. I wish I had it in me to do 
yon more credit. But I'll do my beat, now I know what 
you want" 
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THE PICTURES 

DouOLAi Irtino wu in lock again. Hi§ friend Bradgate 
told him so, and his friend Wesbrook endorsed the state- 
ment, as the; sat in Donglds's room after the first day's 
shoot, in that blisafnl sportsman's hour between tea and 
dinner, when easy-chairs seem easier than at other times, 
firelight brighter, and tobacco sweeter. 

"Yon always do fall on your feet, Duggy," said Brad- 
gate. " From all I can see, the miUtonaire has token yoa 
to bis bosom, and as for the shooting, yon have as much 
to do with it as you've had for the last three years." 

William and Mrs. Bradgate, Charles Wesbrook, and 
some yonng cousins of Beatrix's, now arousing themselves 
in the drawing-room, bad come down the day before for 
the Meadshire festivities. They had attended the Sonth 
Meadshire Hunt Ball at Bathgate the night before; they 
bad shot to-day and were all to dine at Kemsale presently 
and view the tableaiu afterwards. On the morrow there 
was to be a lawn meet at Eencote, and In the evening 
the Bathgate ball. On the day after they were to shoot 
again, and the proceedings would end with the ball at 
Kemsale. 

" Armitage Brown wanted me to take over the whole 
management of the shooting a month ago," said Donglas. 
" I was to have the big days when I wanted to, and ask 
who I liked. He didn't care about it himsdf and he 
didn't suppose his son would." 
841 
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" His 3on feenu to have bucked np about it," said 
Wesbrook. " He's a nice fellow that, and makea an ex- 
cellent shooting host, thoogb be doesn't knov much abont 
tbe game." 

" I told Browa tbat Alfred ongfat to look after it It 
wouldn't look well for me to take it on, and ask pe<^le 
just as if it were my own. I said I'd do all I conld to 
help him, and it's tamed out very well. I don't think 
bell ever shoot for nnts, he's not keen enough on H; 
bnt he's trying to be a good boy and please his papa. 
I'm glad yoo thought he did well to-day, Charles. We 
all like him here. He's different from otber fellows; but 
he's one of the best." 

" I suppose papa wants him to take his place as a future 
county magnate," said Bradgate. "It's not a bad sort of 
billet, either. Mr. Armitage Brown shows up rather wdl 
as a country gentleman, Douglas. We had a little con- 
versation together to-day, and got on very well. Nobody 
would have thought that either of us had ever heard of 
the City. I should have liked to ask him one or two 
questions — seemed sort of queer to be talking to a man 
like that and not extracting a bit out of him. He seems 
to think a lot of you, by the by. Have yoa ever got 
bim to talk?" 

" I haven't tried. I've left it to him. He did say 
something the other day about having something on that 
would keep him pretty busy in London for the next few 
months." 

" By Jove, that's ioteresting. Can't yon get early in- 
formation? It might be worth a lot to you." 

" I asked him if he couldn't put me into it He lao^ied 
and said he didn't know I wanted money. He thought I 
was one of those fellows who had everything he conld 
want" 
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"Yon're on those terms witli faim, are ywxi Wbat did 
you say ? " 

" I said that most of ns could do with a bit more. I 
■aid: ' You'll do me the justice to obserre that I've never 
mentioned the word money to yon, but naturally when 
one's in yonr company, one can't help thinking about it 
sometimes, and if there's anything good going you might 
let your friends have first chance! ' " 

"Capital, Duggy! > You're quite a diplomatist. That's 
the way to treat him. What did he say? " 

Dongas hesitated. " Well, I can't tell yon exactly what 
he said. Bill. I wasn't to. But when the time comes I 
think I shall be able to do something for my pals. I 
can't say more than that at present. Yon must leave it 
to me." 

" Right you are, my boy. You seem to have played 
your cards well. And whether you make anything oat of 
him or not, you've got him as a neighbour, and he seems 
to be a fairly useful one." 

The dinner-party at Kemsale ought to have brought 
some consolation to Mrs. Brown for opportunities denied 
her. Meadshire, who had to take her in, and regretted 
the necessity as much as she, told her that not even when 
Royalty had been entertained at Kemsale had there been 
" a finer show." " Except in the matter of plate," he said. 
" I'm speaking the absolute truth, so I'm bound to say 
we beat yon there. We bad some magnificent Todor 
plate. It was the first thing I got rid of. But I doubt 
if my old grandfather gave them a better feed than this, 
Mrs. Brown; and as for the flowers, we never had any- 
thing like 'em." 

Mrs. Brown suspected that she was being lan^ied at, 
hat answered with cold propriety, and made a mental note 
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to the effect that still more plate was wanted, Tudor if 
possible. 

If this was the largest dinner-party that Mrs. Brown 
bad ever given, as it was, for the great room would hare 
hardly taken anodier table anywhere, and was at least 
double the size of any she had had to fill before, it was 
also by far the merriest. It is to be doubted whether 
the majority of tbe guests would not bare enjoyed them- 
selves just as mnch if the viands and the wines had not 
been of such saper-excellence, or the accessories of the 
feast BO elaborate. They were for the most part very young 
people staying in the house, some of them drawn from 
circles in which such displays of wealth were not onJcnown, 
but more still quite unaccustomed to them. When the 
chatter and laughter was at its height, Amutage Brown, 
who had been taUting quietly to Lady Grace on the one 
side of bim and Virginia Clinton on the other, looked 
round him with a pleased smile. It was the first time 
In his life that he bad enjoyed one of his wife's parties, 
or felt that the lavish display of hospitality that marked 
them had its reward. " We can hardly bear onrselves 
speak," he said, " but I shouldn't mind if they made more 
noise still. I really believe they're enjoying themselves." 

" Mr. Brown, it's the loveliest dinner-party I've ever 
been to, if you'll excuse my lapsing into American," said 
Virginia. "If yon make a joke, I shall Uogh bo that' 
I shan't be able to stop myself. I feel like that, with all 
these young people about me." 

" We're all young people to-night," said Grace. " It 
takes me back to the time when I was jnat grown op, and 
my grandfather gave me a ball and filled the boose with 
my friends. Those are by far the best sort of parties ; and 
this is going to be a very successful one, Mr. Brown." 

Armitage Brown experienced a thrill of pleasure at these 
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words. He Und been right in standing oat for his ideas 
against his wife's. To get people together to enj<^ them- 
selves — ^that was the kind of partjr-giTing that brought 
satisfaction to host and gnesta alike. It seemed fairly 
obvious, bat it had certainly not been bis wife's idea. He 
glanced at her as she sat stiff and stately between Mead- 
shire and a young man whose ancestry had bronght him 
tile bonoar of supporting her on her other side. Neither 
of them was talking to her at the moment; she was isolated 
in the midst of all the gaiety and friendliness. But as she 
looked round her, and especially at the tables where 
Alfred and Katie were sitting, her face changed ever 
so sli^tly, and took on that look of satisfaction which 
meant that things were going well, and she was priding 
herself on a socccss. It came to him then that she was 
beginning to see. This sort of gathering, which brought 
pleasure to many whose opportunity for pleasure was small, 
whom it was so easy to please because of their youth and 
large capacity for enjoyment, was the right sort of gath- 
ering, in the country, and for people such as themselves. 
Its selection was based upon exactly the same principles 
as the bright gatherings that Kemsale had seen in the past; 
the great hoose was being used up to its full capacity. 
And there was nobody here who was not a friend, or at 
least a neighbonr. 

The tableaux, like most entertainments of their kind, 
were more amosing to the performers than to the spec- 
tators, although there were some in the audience to whom 
they seemed as remarkable as anything they had ever 
seen. The aodience, in fact, was more " mixed " than 
Mrs. Brown liked, and Mrs. Fuller had told her quite 
plainly that it "would never do." Armitage Brown had 
required that some of the tenants should be asked. Mrs. 
Fuller had said, though not to him, that socb a thing 
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couldn't be done; the connty people would be op in arms 
at being aaked to meet farmers and tbeir wives. She lutd 
hinted, with what had seemed to her infinite tact, thftt 
the Browns, being themselves, so to apeak, on their, trial, 
cooldn't afford to make snch innovations. But the tact 
had not been enoogb to cover the impertineiice. She had 
at last succeeded in offending her patroness. Mrs. Brown 
had not been nnmovcd by her bnsband's accusation that 
she had made her sole friend at Kemsale of a woman least 
deserving of friendship. Her pride was on the alert; Mrs. 
Fuller, if she had known it, was no longer in a position 
to offer any advice as to what onght to be done, without 
giving offence. She did not know yet that riie had givrai 
it, and had postponed the realisation of a change of atti- 
^de towards her from Mrs. Brawn, by giving way in- 
stantly when she discovered what that lady's intentions 
were. The " county " was to be represented at this par- 
ticular entertainment by those of its yoimger members 
with whom there was already some intimacy, and these 
wekc to be asked to dinner. For the rest, the ball must 
suffice, and another dinner-party before it for the coanty'a 
biggest wigs, or snch of them as would be likely to acc^t 
an invitation. ^ 

A stage had been erected at one end of the ball-room, 
an orchestra had been engaged, the scenery and the cos- 
tumes were the best that could be procured for money, 
and the men who had come from London to see to every 
detail were enough to obviate the long waits that the 
form of entertainment chosen is liable to when undertaken 
by amateurs. Alfred had grumbled at the elaboration 
brought to bear npon his ideas. It would have been so 
much more fun to have painted the scenery and made 
the costumes themselves. He and his friends and Katie's 
friends had done this for a few of the pictures, and 



:.bv Google 



THE PICTURES 847 

enjoyed themselres greatly over it; but tliere had not 
been time to do it for all, and he was not sorry at 
the end to leave the management in the hands of the 
experts. 

The pictnrei followed one another in quick succession. 
It must be confessed that those which followed the stories 
displayed in the popular print-sellers' shops were more 
vociferously applauded than those invented and carried 
out by Alfred and bis artist friends, fresh and charming 
as some of them were. 

In one of the former there were two coupler in eight- 
eenth-centnry costume, engaged tn a beautiful garden at 
a game of cross-purposes. Alfred and Anne Sbeard, ap- 
parently betrothed to one another, and Frank Clinton and 
Irene Fuller, in a like predicament, were all four gasing 
not at their own companions but at the opposite partners. 
It was agreed on all hands that Frank and Anne put a 
marrellouB amount of expression into their looks, and this 
picture was demanded three times, Mrs. Fuller was one 
of the most energetic in her applause; and indeed Irene 
looked very well, 

Annitage Brown had asked Mrs. Fuller to pay particu- 
lar attention to Mrs. Davis. Mrs, Fuller had gracefully 
accepted the charge, while feeling annoyed that it should 
have been given her, for she had thought that her fitting 
place was exclusively with those of the house-party, and 
those who had been, asked to dine, and had had ideas of 
showing condescension to the people who had come after- 
wards. She had, however, escorted Mrs. Davis to a seat 
in the front rows, next to her own, and patronised ber 
affably, while occasionally taming from her to talk in 
markedly different tones to her neighbour on the right, 
who was of the elect 

" I can't help fancying," said Mrs. Davis, when the 
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curtain had gone down for the third time on the picture 
of the two couples, " that there ii something between 
young Mr. Clinton and that pretty daughter of the Bee- 
tor's. Their looks were almost too natural not to be 
true." 

Mrs. Fuller laughed, not very amiably. " There would 
be a pretty to-do over at Kencote if it were so," she said. 
" I think myself that it was a mistake to give that girl 
such a part She did make eyes at him, I admit, and 
there may be Bometbing in what yon say as far as she's 
concerned. It shows the danger of taking people out of 
their places." 

" The other two did their part just as well, I thou^t," 
said Mrs. Davis. " Your daughter is a pretty girl, Mrs. 
Fuller, and a nice one, toa We always Uke to aee her 
over at Points when she comes with her father." 

Mrs. Fuller was not at all pleased with this compliment 
If Mrs. Davis thought that a daughter of hers came to 
Points Farm as an equal, as seemed to be indicated by 
the tone of her speech, she had better be disabused of 
such an idea. " She likes going round amongst tbe ten- 
ants," she said, "and often does it when she's wanted 
elsewhere. They make a lot of her here, as yon can see 
by her being chosen for a part like that" 

Mrs. Davis was medi and proud at the same time. 
She grew very red and said: " That is an insulting 
speech, Mrs. Fuller. I do not consider ihat your daughter 
is conferring a favour upon me by coming to my house 
occasionally, though as I say I am pleased to see her for 
her own sake." 

Mrs. Fuller tbought that perhaps the had gone too far. 
After all, the Davises were very " good people," and not 
to be confounded with the ordinary run of farming ten- 
ants. " Oh, please don't think I meant anything of that 
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sort," she said. " Wlien she does go round with Iter 
father, yours isn't the only boose she goes to, joo know. 
If it were I flhooldn't mind in the least — natnially 
not." 

" I think you hare an nnfortmiBte way of expressing 
yoarself," said the old lady, only half-appeased. " I think 
I will ga and find some of my friends ebewhere if yon will 
kindly allow me to pass." 

" Oh, please don-t more," said Mrs. Fuller, in great 
alarm. Armitage Brown was standing with his bade against 
the wall at the end of the row in which they were sitting. 
If the offended lady should take it into her head to tell 
him why she was thus changing her seat in the middle of 
the performance, Mrs. Fnller was aghast at what might 
be the result " Please Aaj" she said in an urgent, hur- 
ried whisper. " I want to tell you something. You must 
forgive my not being quite myself to-night Yon remarked 
yourself how well Irene and young Mr. Brown played 
their parts. Well, you can guess v>hy, perhaps. It has 
been going on for months. I wouldn't breathe a word 
except to an old friend like yourself, and I'm snre you 
won't repeat what I say. But yon can see how it is with 
me, can't yon? I'm in a state of excitement I can't 
be responsible for everything I say." 

" I don't think you can," said Mrs. Davis drily. " And 
as for our being old friends, Mrs. Fuller, I have never 
flattered myself that yon looked upon me with any friend- 
ship. You have always considered me beneath you, and 
it may perhaps surprise yon to know that I don't consider 
myself beneath you at all. It so happens that I have 
always known exactly what you were before your mar- 
riage, and that Captain Fuller descended a good many 
steps to make that marriage. I have kept what I know 
to myself hitherto, because yoor husband Is a gentleman. 
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and I have a regard for him. I have a regard for yoar 
daughter too, who takes after her father in the main, 
which is wbj I -" 

The ringing of the bell on the itage and the aodden 
lowering of lights cat short the disconrse, which had been 
delivered in a low, even voice, and seemed as if it would 
have g(Hie on forever. It may be imagined that Mrs. 
Fuller, during the respite that followed, deeply regretted 
the ill-advised speech which had brought it upon ber. It 
was eminently disturbing too, just at this time, to dis- 
cover that her past was known, and to some one whom 
she had succeeded in offending. There was nothing dis- 
graceful in ber past, but the penalty she had to pay for 
the position she claimed in the present was that she could 
not afford to have it generally known. Or so she thought, 
being unaware that it would have caused more surprise 
amongst her neighbours to have proof that she was what 
she claimed to be than what she was. 

When sbe could talk again, nnder cover of the music, 
she said at once: " When you talk of what I was before 
my marriage, Mrs. Davis, I should like to tell you that 
in my eyts poverty is no disgrace to anybody. You may 
tell all the world, if you please, that I was poor as a girl, 
and had to work for my living. I have never tried to 
hide it. I have even told Mrs. Brown the facts of the 
case." 

" I don't suppose for a moment you've told them all," 
said Mrs. Davis, in the same low persistent tone. She 
also had been thinking, and had apparenUy made up her 
mind to have it all oat. 

" I was not very happy at home," said Mrs. Fuller, 
faltering, " aad I worked at dressmaking until I married. 
Lots of ladies of good birth have done the same. There 
is nothing to be ashamed of." 
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" Na> bat you're ashamed of it all the same," pnTSTned 
the terrible quiet voice. " Besides, yon weren't a lady 
of good birth, vhatcver yon may pretend about yourself. 
Your father was a regimental buidmsfiter, and married 
yonr mother oat of a little sweetstuff shop in a back 
street in Portsmooth, where yon were brought up. My 
own father was chaplain to the same regiment, and I 
remember you very well as a forward giggling girl, with 
the worst possible manners and not the beat of reputa- 
tions, though I don't s&y th&t you couldn't look after 
yourself eyen at that age. How you managed to get hold 
of poor Captain Fuller I don't know, as it was long after 
I married myself and left the place; but I recognised 
you directly you came here." 

It was much more terrible than anything that Mrs. 
Poller bad imagined. She had thought that all traces of 
her life before the dressmaking period, which was the 
one in which she had met her fasuband, had been covered 
up and forgotten. She could only abase herself and 
beg her tormentor to keep her information to herself.' 
" You can't be surprised," she pleaded, " that I shouldn't 
want the facts of my childhood known. I shook myself 
free from them as soon as I coold. I have made a good 
position for myself, and it wonld be a cruel thing, for my 
good kind husband and for my daughter, if " 

" Oh, you needn't alarm yourself," interrupted the re- 
lentless old lady. " It was for the sake of yonr good 
kind husband, whom you've never valued as he deserves, 
that I held my tongae, and I shall continae to hold it as 
long as you behave properly. But it was just a little too 
much to have you, of all people, setting me in my place. 
As for your silly ideas about your daughter and young 
Mr. Brown, I've no doubt you've worked hard enough to 
bring something of that sort about, but there's nothing in 
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it, and you only socceed in blinding yonrself and making 
yourself look ridicoloos when yoa talk abont it." 

The conclusion of the perfonnance bronght the painful 
interview to an end. Mrs. Fuller emerged from it much 
battered, and her equanimity was not restored during the 
dancing that followed by the fact that Irene favoured 
John Dsvis as a partner above otiiers, and did not dance 
once with Alfred. 
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CHAPTER XXVra 

HOBE nSBTlVlTlES 

ExHtALK turned up in force the next monting at the 
Iftwn meet at Kencote, chiefly io motor-cars, bat partly 
on horsebatJt. At the last moment Mrs, Brown drew back 
from the party, on the plea of a headache. Her head- 
ache was of the slightest; she could not bring herself to 
appear at an important house as introducer of the motley- 
looking cavalcade that had already ridden off. 

Horses had been supplied for everybody who wanted 
them, and most of Alfred's friends did. They were 
chiefly artists or students of art, some English and some 
French, ready to get the utmost fun out of everything 
that was going on, and not to be deterred by deflciendea 
of costmne or ignorance of the art of equitation from 
taking part in an English fox-hunt It is doubtful if 
such an appearance aa they Eoade in the aggregate bad 
ever been seen in a South Meadsfaire field before; it was 
a miracle that every member of the party eventnally 
found his way back sound in limb; but the stiffness in- 
duced by the unwanted ezerdse gave Kemsale the appear- 
ance of a home for cripples on the day after. 

Alfred's ignorance of horsemanship was not so great 
as he had pretended. He had had his own pony as a 
boy, and had been as ready to take to a horse on occasions 
as most vigorous young men. During a spring sketching 
expedition in the New Forest he had even taken rather 
keenly to hunting with the stag-hounds, but he had kept 
this fact dark for various reasons. His chief objection 
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to bnnting waa thst it was the sport of people amongst 
irhom he was not accustomed to find kindred spirits, bat 
be was not sore that here in Meadshire that objectioD 
might not be overcome. There were Tonng people from 
neigbbonrfng booses whom he was beginning to know very 
well, and som« of them had been staying at Eemsale Aai- 
ing the past week. There had been a tendency to form 
two gronps amongst the guests assembled. Alfred bod 
not been altogether at his ease in bis datiea as host On 
the one hand, some of the young men from the country 
honscs, and those whose presence derived from acquaint- 
ance made on the Riviera, hod been inclined to treat 
coldly the artistic contingent; and on the other, smidry 
members of that contingent bad shown themselves affected 
by tbeir situation in sncfa a way as to give canse for the 
coldness. As light-hearted Bohemians they had been all 
that could be desired as companions; in rich and con- 
veational surroundings they had not all been able to be- 
have as if a happy poverty were not a lot to be rather 
ashamed of. Alfred was beginning to snspect that he 
■honld have to choose between one way of life or the 
other, or at least that the mixing up of the t:wo ways of 
life in this manner wonld not give satisfactory resulta. 
What he hated more than anything was to feel that the 
wealth whose evidences were so apparent in his home 
affected "the attitude of others towards him. The yonng 
men of recognised parentage did not show that they were 
affected by it, though this might only have been because 
their code did not permit them to show it, and it was 
probably owing to the wealth that his status was accepted 
by them. Bat at least they were at thdr ease at Eemsale. 
So were the majority of his other friends, especially the 
Frenchmen, who took all the unaccustomed luxury and 
ceranony as a piece of good fortune and good fun, and 
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were not otherwise impressed by it, or inclined to alter 
their views of Alfred because of it. It was jnst the one or 
two who wonld never be the same towards him again, 
however rancb their friendship might appear to have in- 
creased. It spoilt everything, gave him an n^y view of 
hnman nature, and made him feel cnt off from the free 
and carelesa enjoyment of bis artist life. There seemed 
to be a fate pushing him towards rich conventional re- 
spectabillfy, and in spite of the many attractions that life 
at Kemsale held out towards hii^, as well as the fact 
that his duty seemed to lie there, his inclination was to 
resist the compulsion. 

Arrived at Eencote, most of the artist brigade declined 
to go into the house for the refreshment hospitably offered 
to all comers. The reason given, amidst much laughter, 
was that if they once got off their horses many of them 
would find great difficulty in getting on to them again, 
bnt'it is probable that a bint had been gjven to the rest 
by one of their nnmher who shrank from the sensation 
that their appearance would occaaion. Alfred felt some 
relief at not having to head a procession of them into the 
house, and hated himself for the feeling. Bnt he waa 
wavering between two opinions. 

The Squire greeted him and those who went in with 
him cordially. " But why aren't you in pink? " he asked, 
In bis loud and confident voice. " We've got to thank 
Kemsale for a handsome subscription," he said, lowering 
his tone a little. " Very glad indeed that the South 
Meadshire is going to be supported from Kemsale again; 
it hasn't been for years, at least not by people hunting 
from there. You must come out with ns regularly now 
you've once began, and you most get your coat. I dare 
say it will be a lot smarter than mine — ha ! ha ! — haven't 
bought a new coat for years, and don't suppose I shall ever 
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buy another now. Well, I've had mj fnn; time to make 
room for the younger fellows now, I say ! " He lowered 
his voice still further into a confidential whisper, and 
took Alfred's arm to lead bim to the comparatiTe privacy 
of a window. " There's a little matter I want just to 
mention. There's a rumour going about that your father 
has an idea of keeping the hounds off that dairying land 
of his, when everything gets into order. That won't do, 
yon know — make a lot of trouble. Besides, it isn't neces- 
sary. I can satisfy him as to that if he'll come and talk 
it over with me. la he coming to-day, by the hyf" 

Alfred said that he wasn't. " But he told me that he 
had given up that idea of his," he said. " I think John 
Davis persuaded him that the hounds would do very little 
damage." 

" Well now, I'm very glad to hear that Of course 
John Davis knows all about it I suppose they've bunted 
from Points as long as from anywhere. George Davis 
used to come out with us regularly years ago. He's a 
younger man by three or four years than I am, but he 
gave it up earlier. Couldn't mount himself ao well aa 
he used to, I fancy; but I hope all that's going to be 
changed for them now. He'll have to thank your father 
for that He's getting in to things in a wonderful way 
— ^your father, I mean. I'm glad this rumour of interfering 
with the hounds isn't true. It would never have done. 
He'll learn all that sort of thing by and by, and as for 
you, young man, why, when you're as old as I am, yonll 
forget you've been anything but a country squire all your 
life. Gobblessmysoul ! What are all those ragamuffins 
doing here? " 

The artistic contingent had drawn nearer to' the house, 
on the wide stretch of parkland that lay beyond the drive. 
They presented a sufficiently remarkable appearance. 
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There may have been two or three pairs of gaiters amongst 
the dosen or so of them, bat as a general mle their trousers 
trcre cither mcked np to their knees or in process of be- 
coming so. There were velvet coats amongst them, flawing 
ties, and an assortment of brigand-like felt hats ; the yoang^ 
est of them all Tore a long yellow beard. 

On ordinary occasions Alfred would have laughed heartily 
at their appearance and at the Sqnirc's face and exclama- 
tion of horror. Bnt he was roEBed at the speech that had 
just been made to him, and at other things, and said stiffly: 
" They are all friends of mine. I'm sorry they are not 
ornamental. I'll go out and tell them to move farther 
off if yon like." 

But it was the Squire who langhed heartily, and insisted 
upon the whole party being fetched indoors, ^^th un- 
wonted sharpness he perceived that some of them were 
French, and as he had been nurtured on stories of French- 
men in the hunting-field, he took their presence as a tre- 
mendous joke. Alfred's French friends had no reason to 
complain of their glimpse of British hospitality, and if 
some of his English ones suffered from mauvaite konte 
in being dragged in amongst a crowd of sportsmen and 
sportswomen, it was not because they were not given a 
welcome. The Eemsale brigade became a famous catch- 
word amongst the followers of the South Meadshire after 
that day, and the Squire was furnished with a new stock 
of Franco-sporting stories, drawn from his own observa- 
tion, which lasted him for the rest of his life. 

But '^ ^" ^°^ everybody who accepted- the Kemaale 
house-party as merely providing a fnnd of amusement. 
It not only invaded the hunting-field, and interfered con- 
siderably with the proceedings of the day, bnt was large 
enou^ to make itself felt at the two Bathgate balls. 
These, like other hunt and county balls, were the preserve 
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of the country homcB aronitd, with the luiul aprinldiiig 
from the families of country pnsons, doctors and lawyers 
and the like, and were merry and sociable within those 
limits. Bnt merriment and aociahility from outside their 
accepted limits are apt to be looked upon coldly in sncb 
circles. It was thought to be a very queer lot that had 
come from Kemsale, and there was some resentment and a 
great deal of criticism brought to bear upon the new 
people who were responsible for its introduction. They 
ought to have known better, since they were only on 
probation themselrea. 

This feeling in the air caused Mrs. Brown, who divined 
it readily enough, untold agony of mind. She sat stiSy 
on the dais at the end of the Assembly' Booms, wonder- 
fully gowned, wonderfully jewelled, and wondered how 
she could ever have consented to be responsible for such 
a motley crew. As long as they had been confined to 
Kemsale, their unstinted enjoyment of the entertainments 
provided for them had caused her to regard them with 
indulgent eyes. Bnt to see them making themselves bois- 
terously at home here, to compare them with the smart 
young men of the county, with their red coats and their 
sleek heads, and painfully to collect the glances of dis- 
taste and the smiles that followed disparaging comment, 
was purgatory to the poor proud lady. Her husband's ideas 
simply would not do. She saw it quite plainly now, and 
she had an idea that her son saw it too. It was some 
relief to the acnte distress of mind which she underwent 
on that first evening — she coold not face the second, and 
stayed at home — to believe that Alfred was coming roond 
to her way of thinking. He did not wear a red coat, bat 
any one who observed him woold certainly have put him 
down as belonging to the "county," and not to the awful 
crew that he called his friends. She was assured of that, 
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and she watched him constantly. He did not look aa if he 
were enjoying blmfldf, aa he had done the night before 
at Eemsale. Sorely be bad come to see at last that he 
bad made a mistake in bringing these terrible people to 
Kemsale, a mistake in making friends with them at all 
when the right sort were so ready to welcome him as 
one of themselTeaJ 

She wu qaite right in supposing that Alfred was not 
entirely happy, and quite wrong in everjrthing else that 
she snpposed about bim. He did see plainly that " it 
wouldn't da," but it was not against his own friends that 
his annoyance was directed. All but a few of Uiem were 
tried and trusted companions, with whom he had enjoyed 
some of the beat days of bii life. Until this pnblic ap- 
pearance he had rejoiced in being able to give them an 
unaccustomed pleasure and rejoiced in the free and happy 
way in which they bad accepted it It was what they 
were doing now, and what they were being crlticiaed for. 
Hadn't they as much right as anybody else to enjoy them- 
selves? Wasn't it what oogbt to be expected of clever 
gay young men, who had spumed the path of money- 
making in order to devote themselves to a glorious art, 
that they should not show themselves impressed or op- 
pressed by Uie smog self -complaisance of well-endowed 
respectability? He resented on their behalf every shrag 
and smile and whisper. His heart wanned towards them. 
He made himself one of them, and towards the end of the 
evening his mother bad the additional mortificaUon of seeing 
him shrugged at and whispered at with the rest She had 
dreadful visions of her own ball-room deserted by the people 
she wished to see there, and Kemsale marked forever as 
ontsidc the pale of " county " sociability altogether. 

When the night of the Kemsale ball arrived, however, 
she was consoled to find that none of tbose who bad ac- 
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ccpted her invitaticai bad stayed away. She bad been 
rather surprised at the vay things had been " done " at 
the Hunt Ball. The eighteenth-ceiitnrj AsBcmhly Rooms 
in the George Hotel at Bathgate had harboured these annual 
gatherings for many years past. They had been considered 
extremely handsome at one time, and were so still in a 
faded old-fashioned way, with their panels of worn crimson 
brocade, and their lustre chandeliers and sconces. It bad 
never been considered that they needed any special deco- 
ration, except that of flowers, and these had been provided 
on a comparatively modest scale. The floor was excellent, 
and the snpper good, and that was all that was wanted 
for an evening's enjoyment amongst nei|^bonrs. 

But then Mrs. Brown had never been accnstomed to 
think of a ball as an opportunity for enjoyment. She 
had not been in a position to go to balls in her young 
days, and thought of them now chiefly as affording oppor- 
tnnities for display. If the people who were apparently 
oontented to disport themselves in such surroundings as 
those of the Hnnt Ball would come to Eemsale and hold 
over their opinion of its owners until they saw the kind 
of thing that woold be provided for them there, she thoo^t 
she coold make them open their eyes. And this anticipa- 
tion had greatly consoled her during the miserable hours 
she had spent in the Bathgate Assembly Rooms. 

And indeed, except for the absence of the Tudor plate, 
which still rankled with her a little, there could have 
been no decorations In Kemsale'a most palmy days to 
equal hers. They were entirely floral; Eemsale had been 
BO abundantly decorated already that there was no oppor- 
tunity to do more than cover ap its decorations with 
flowers. The supplies offered for the purpose by Mac- 
kensie, who had thought that at last there was a chance 
of showing what he could do with his great range of {^asa- 
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homes, were rejected bs qnite inadequate, and he himself 
was swept contemptuously aside as decorator-in-chief, and 
told to put himself and his stock at the disposal of the 
London florists who were summoned to do their ntmost, 
regardless of expense. Mrs. Brown received her guests 
iD a forest of great palms and orchids; the walls of the , 
ball-room were trellised with pink roses ; all the rooms of 
state had their lavish and appropriate decoration; the scent 
of flowers was everywhere. The numhers of the band 
were limited by the space afforded by the mosicians' gal- 
lery; otherwise she would probably have made overtures 
to the full Queen's Hall orchestra; hut it sent down its 
Bwing^g strains in a way to set the heaviest foot tripping 
OD the almost too polished floor. Of the supper it need 
only be said that the yonng people who wanted to dance 
all the time hurried away from it as soon as possible, and 
the older people lingered over it more than they were 
accustomed to linger even over ball suppers, which are a 
solace to those whose dancing days are over and a not- 
to-bc-despised part of the entertainment to some others. 

And yet there were criticisms — ungrateful it nmst be 
allowed, since all the lavish expenditure did make this 
particular ball something exceptional in the way of conntry 
balls, and to be talked about afterwards. It seemed to 
be a " try on," an attempt to take by storm a citadel that 
prides itself on not lowering its flag to money. The Browns 
had been "taken up " already; there was hardly any one 
of importance of " the county " that was not represented 
at Eemsale on this night. Bnt the county was not to be 
shown the way to do things; it was quite satisfied with its 
own way, and a considerable part of it was qnite as well 
aware as Mrs. Brown of how " things " were done, in 
great London houses for instance. These elaborate floral 
decorations would have been suitable for one of the rec- 
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? ognised London palaces on mi oc castpng of great state; 
tbey were hardly suitable for a coontr; house, even when 
it vas as large as Eemsole, and tbe nnanitabilitj was all 
the greater when it represented nothing that the county 
was inclined to respect, except unlimited wealth. Mrs. 
Brown bad, in fact, made the same sort of mistake in ovcr- 
elaboratiDg her ball as her husband made is going to church 
in the country in his best London clothes. Neither of them 
loiew their way about yet 

Id ordinary circumstaiicea, the connty's cause of com- 
plaint would have been felt, and probably expressed, by 
no one more exhaustively than the Squire of Kencote. It 
would take a good-eised pamphlet to explain what acces- 
sories of life and what standard of behaviour would have 
been considered to be fitting to the various aodal states of 
which he had knowledge; and it is doubtful whetlier the 
explanation would then have satisfied anybody who did 
not stand exactly where he stood himself. But the prin- 
ciple behind its subtleties and self-contradictians would 
have been fairly plain. In spite of his own dignity aa the 
head of an ancient line, and the wealth that more than 
supported it, he had always clung to an essential simplicity 
of life. It was the things one did in the country that were 
of importance; the end must not be obscured by the means. 
And the end was a healthy useful life, spent as much as 
possible in the open air, and with neighbourliness to rich 
and poor alike to colour its pleasant activities. Its full 
fruition could be attained by meana of a moderate degree 
of wealth, and an over-application of wealth to its nicely 
adjusted parts would throw the complicated madune out 
of balance. 

But the Squire's critical faculty was asleep OD this 
occasion. He even defended the profoae spectacle against 
disparaging comment " What are a few flow^s more at 
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less to people like this? Very pretty and bright I call 
the whole thing; rather a compliment that we caaatrj 
bnmpkins are considered worth such a show, I think," was 
the line of his defence. And to one or two of his particu- 
lar cronies there would be a confidential " They tell me 

this man's worth " The figures were only indicated in 

« roundabout way, but the fact plainly emerged, for those 
who knew the Sqaire, ttiat he felt some personal interest 
in them, and his pride that aped humility set tongues wag- 
ging in a way that would have offended him deeply, only 
that he had no idea that his most secret desires were, as 
it were, cried aloud by himself. 

He had not been present at dtber of the Bathgate gath- 
erings, and voold have considered that his age absolved 
him from attending this one, if he had not wished to see 
for himself how affairs were progressing in a certain 
quarter. 

Frank had secured a fortnight's leave over Christmas, 
and had spent the preceding week of it at Eemsale. He 
had also visited Eemsale, as has been said, on every occa- 
sion that he had made a flying appearance at Kencote, and 
those appearances had sometimes been of such short dura- 
tion that it was only natural to suppose that a very strong 
attraction had led him to make the journey down to Mead- 
shire when most young men in his position wonid only have 
used the opportunity for a little jollification in town. 
Surely by this time something might be expected to come 
of it! The Squire, remembering his own youth, had a 
strong suspicion that sucb an occasion as this would be 
very likely to Iving matters to a head. 

And so it did. Frank had spent the most blissful week 
of bis life at Eemsale, and this was to be the end of it 
Anne, who was now a prime favourite in the house, had 
been caught up and enveloped in all the excitements of 
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the time. He had been witii her every day, and often for 
the whole day. They had floated with the glamoarons 
tide, ondcrstanding one another perfectly, and being 
nnderstood and abundantly sympathised with by most of 
thoK who had such frequent opportunities of obaerring 
them. They were constantly left together. No one would 
hare thought of claiming either of them for anything sepa- 
rately. The young man was so gallant and handsome, the 
girl so pretty and sweet, that it was felt to be an Idyll to 
be treated with tenderness, not to be too much talked about. 
Probably Mrs. Brown was the only one of all the large 
company who did not know what was going on under her 
eyes, and eren hers could hardly have, remained blind to 
it if on the night of the Hunt Ball ^he bad not been so 
Immeraed in other thon^ts, and bad not stayed away from 
the ball <m the ni^t after. By this time it was well enough 
known to " the connty " at large, and it was a little ill- 
natored of some of the Squire's more intimate friends not 
to give him a bint of it, hot to wait and see the realisation 
of the truth, and what shoold follow It, break in upon bim 
giadoally. 

The poor old man, so confident and self-satisfied In tlie 
early hours of the evening, provided all that coold have 
been desired in the way of entert^nment to the cynics as 
the truth did gradually dawn upon him. As is the way of 
young men in his case, Frank made his concessions to what 
he conceived to be his duty at the outset, so as to be able to 
give himself up more completely to his inclinations later on. 
He danced twice with Katie, and the Squire beamed each 
time, did not know he was beaming, bat was closely observed. 
Then came a dance with Anne, during which he made some 
of those observetioDs already recorded. This dance was 
followed by a prolonged period of absence, during which he 
began to show himself somewhat puixled and disloibed. 
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And so the game went on, until, finally, after a mncb longer 
period of absence, the two of them came back into tlie ball- 
room, and their faces showed as plainly aa faces conld 
show anything that amidst all the troubles and misunder- 
standings of the, world here were two young people who 
feared ootliiDg of what might come as long as they could 
mrat it together. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

THE OLD AND THE NEW 

" I CALL this the haont of peace," said Alfred. " After 
the tnrmoil we have been living in it's like coming to a de- 
lightful rest cure." 

He and Katie were lunching at the Herons' Nest with 
Grace and Meadshire alone. The spacious dining-room, 
with its oaken floor, old panelling, and fine fumiahing, mi^t 
have been in some ancient peaceful house that had 
known no change for generations. The winter sun flooded 
the room, and throng tiie open windows nothing could be 
seen but the massed ranks of the pines on the other side 
of the gorge, and nothing could be heard but the music of 
the water on the rocks below. 

But if the scene was quiet and untroubled, the faces of 
the four who sat at the table were not, Alfred showed 
his disquiet less than an; of them, and perhaps his disquiet 
was less than theirs. But be was feeling dispirited and out 
of gear, and in spite of his words he was gaining no solace 
fipm this companionship of four. 

Meadshire was in a frowning discontented mood. He sat 
for long periods saying nothing, and when he did speak had 
nothing to say that had any effect upon the general depres- 
sion. He was drinking nothing but water ; otherwise, Alfred, 
who became more and more irritated with him as the meal 
progressed, would have suspected him of being on tbe road 
to one of his periodical breakdowns. Grace looked at him 
sadly every now and then, but tried to keep the ball of con- 
versation rolling. Her face was thin and her eyes heavy, 
Alfred wondered how he conid ever have thought her young. 
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Her face kept its sweetness, bat it was that of a middle-aged 
woman. 

' Little Katie made valiant efforts to be bright and talka- 
tive, bnt her efforts were not a success. She looked as if 
she had been crying. She and Alfred had not been moch 
together while Kemsole had been fall, but now all the gnests 
had departed it h&d come to him that she had not shown 
that happy gaiety that might have been expected of her, 
with so many of her friends around her and so much to 
occapy them. He had asked her, as they had walked to the 
Herons' Nest together, if there was anything the matter 
with her, and she had denied it vigorously. He had not 
pressed his inquiries, thinking that he might have been mis- 
taken as to the past, and that the reaction from gaiety to 
dullness might account for her dejection of the present. 
Now he thought that there must be something — something 
between her and Grace; but he did not connect it with 
Meadshire's lowering state, except so far as he made every- 
body in his presence oncomfortable. 

They were talking of Frank Clinton and Anne Sheard. 
Sympathy vrith those happy lovers brightened the faces of 
three of them until Meadshire struck in. 

" You don't suppose Edward Clinton is going to allow 
that, do you? " he asked; and his eye rested for a moment 
on Katie. 

G^ce spoke hurriedly as if to prevent him from saying 
more. " He may be a little disappointed at first,", she said. 
" But he cao't help loving that sweet little Anne when be 
knows her. He is much more soft-hearted than he gives 
himself credit for." 

" He's much more soft-headed," growled Kemsale. " But 
there are two gods he worships, money and birth, and as 
yonr sweet little Anne has neither hell kidc up a devil of a 
TOW about it." 
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" Yes, perhaps be will make a fuss — poor Conain Ed- 
vard ! He did about Dick and Virginia; but he adores Vir- 
ginia now." 

" That's very different Virginia had money; and she was 
a beantifnl woman — an American, and yon don't ask for 
birth from them. I don't see Edward welcoming a pret^ 
little girl out of a country parsonage whose parents are — 
weU, we all know what they are — as good as they make 'em. 
They'll do for ns, but they won't do for Edward." 

" If Frant Clinton has any pinck," said Alfred, " be 
won't take mnch notice of all that nonsense. He'll jnst 
take her ont qf her country parsonage, and be happy wEtii 
her. Who's Mr. CLnton, that he should turn up his Doae 
at a girl as charming as little Anne ? " 

He sptoke with some contempt. The cause of his present 
ill-humour was precisely " all that nonsense," which had 
been bothering him as be had never allowed it to bother him 
before. He was going to make a stand against it, to make 
it quite plain what his own position was; and Meadshire, 
who seemed determined for some reason or other to show his 
disagreeable side, should have something definite to be dis- 
agreeable about if that was what he wanted. 

Meadshire turned bis frown upon him. " Edward Clinton 
is my cousin for one thing," he said. 

' Alfred laughed constrainedly. " Does that mean I'm not 
to take it npon myself to criticise him ? " be asked. 

" Oh, we all criticise dear Cousin Edward," said Grace 
lightly. " But we love him all the same. I'm sure be 
won't stand out long, if he stands out at all." 

Meadshire went on as if she had not spoken. " Edward 
Clinton is the head of a family that has been at Eencote 
for something like five hundred years. That's a record 
that very few people in England can show. I don't blame 
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bim for holding np his head about it and wanting to keep 
his line what it's always been." 

" Bat joa said jnst now that he thought too much abont 
birth and money," said Katie. She spoke with a little 
air of authority, as if she wished to recall bim to himself, 
and had a right to do so. And he smiled at her as if he 
accepted her right. 

" I don't say that I agree iritb bim," be said, more 
amiably. " But when I'm asked who Edward Clinton 
is, I'm giving an answer. He's something qnite recog- 
nisable, and has been all his life." 

Alfred was about to pnrsne the subject in a way that 
would probably not bare tended to preserve Meadshire's 
slight improvement in manner, but Grace prevented him 
by talking abont something else, and the rest of the meal 
passed more easily. 

They drank their coffee ontside in t^e son, and presently 
Meadshire, who seemed to be nnahle to sit still, and had 
been walking up and down the terrace with his hands in 
his pockets, puffing at a cigarette, arited Katie to go to 
the upper rodcs with him. She arose at once, and Grace 
and Alfred were left alone together. 

"What's the matter with Meadshire?" Alfred asked. 
" He doesn't seem to be In the best of tempers." 

She laughed at bim. " I have been thinking the same 
about you," she said. " I suppose we are all feeling a little 
off colour after our eicitement of the last few weeks." 

" It isn't that with me," said Alfred, after a pause. " I'm 
very glad the excitement is all over. It wasn't a success, 
and I hope it won't be repeated." 

" Not a success ! " she exclaimed. " I think it has been 
the most brilliant success. Everybody is feeling extraordi- 
norily grateful to yon for giving them such a good time. 
It has been quite like old days at i 
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Tbe last sentence had been divided from the rest of 
the speech by an appreciable pause. Alfred smiled at 
ber. " It is like yon to say that," he said. " Yod make 
the beat of as, and yon're generosity itself. All tbe same, 
I think your chief thought must have been how rery onlike 
It all was to the old days at Kemsale." 

She was too. tmthful to protest that she had meant 
exactiy what she hod said. " In tnany ways," sbe amended 
her statement, " it was like onr gay times. But, of conrse, 
my grandfather was very old already when I was just 
grown up; the gay times were not so frequent as they 
had been, and it is natural that I should remember best 
the happy quiet timea." 

" Yes, I know," he said. " And your quiet times were 
very different from ours. You belonged there, and we 
don't. Unless we are making a noise and spending vast 
smns of money on amusing ourselves and other people, we 
don't know what to do with ourselves. My father is tired 
of the place already; my mother is dying to get away 
from it now, and will be off directly, with Katie. And if 
yon want the truth about me, I've had as much as I can 
stand of it for some time to come, and I'm going off as 
well, if my father wil! let me." 

" It isn't like you to talk like that of your father and 
mother," she said gently. " They have both been very 
kind, and have given many people a great deal of pleasure. 
And your father, especially, has shown himself to be a 
really good and considerate landlord." 

" I'm not saying anything against either of them, and 
perhaps I wonldn't say what I have said to anybody but 
yon. It is when I think of you in connection with Kemsale 
that I see how unsuitable all of us are to be living here." 

She saw that he wanted to unburden himself, and though 
she did not onderstand the springs of his discontent, sbe 
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liked him well enough to be iuterested in them. " Tell 
me why yon say that," she flaid. " I shonldn't have thoD^t 
that yonr father was tired of Kemsale, as yon Bay he ia; 
and I don't sec any reason at all why yon should be." 

" I don't suppose my father does know that he is tired 
of it. Perhaps be isn't altogether. But ever since we first 
came here he has been trying to moke Kemsale his ehJef 
Interest, and he can't keep that tip any longer. It isn't 
enough for him. 1 suppose he has made a great deal more 
money than he knows what to do with, and I believe he 
had an idea of leaving ofF money-making and settling down 
here, if it suited him, though he has never actually s^ 
so. I suppose he wanted to see how it toraed ont first. 
Well, he has one of his big affairs on in the City, and he's 
jnst as pleased to be getting back to it as if be were a 
boy going home from school. You won't see much of him 
here for weeks to come. He may be down occasionally 
on Sondays, but he won't have mnch attention to spare 
for Eemsale affairs when he does come down. Hell just 
nrant to rest." 

" It is very cnrions," she s^. " But I suppose every 
man is most interested in the things he does best. Eem 
never really eared aboot estate work. If he had been 
an engineer, or snuetfaing of that sor^ I expect he would 
have worked hard at it Still, he was fond of Kemsale 
when it was his, and I think your fathet is too." 

Alfred had not yet forgiven Meadshire his fractiousness. 

" I dare say my father will be as fond of it as he was," 
he said. " But he thought he was going to be fond of 
ft in a different way. He thought it would give him 
something to do all the time. Now he finds it won't, ha 
wants to shift it off on to me. He sees well enough that 
it wants taking care of — that it's too big a thing to leave 
to agents and business people. Old Mr. Clinton tan^ 
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him that, I think. He baa been rather Impressed b^ 
the way he haa stuck to his land, and his eldest son ' 
sticks to it now." ' 

" Yes ; Kencote is enough for both of them. Why 
isn't Eemsale enough for jo\ii I thought 70U had been 
happ}' here. You told m^ before Christmas that yon had 
never stayed for so long in one place. What has hap- 
pened since to make you want to leave it? " 

"Oh, IVe had my eyes opened; I expect yon know 
why." 

She looked at liim in surprise. " Indeed I don't," she 
said. " I thought that having so many of your friends 
here would make you like it more than ever. Katie told 
me that yon had never bad such an opportunity for hos- 
pitality before yon came to Kemsale." 

" It doesn't seem to have brightened Katie up much. 
It was all right until one made the discovery that one's 
old friends weren't considered good enough for one's new 
ones." 

She cast down her eyes. She had expected nothing of 
this sort, and was not altogether guiltless of having thought 
some of his old friends not quite good enongh. She thought 
he was accusing ber, but eoold not remember that she had 
given the slightest occasion for accusation. 

He was Uot looking at ber, and went on: "I can see 
it all DOW. I suppose I've always known in the back of 
my mind that I could get into any society I cared about 
because of all the money. It doesn't seem difficult to 
bny yonr way anywhere nowadays, even amongst the people 
who pride themselves on respecting something besides 
money. But I've hated the idea of it so much that I've 
sunk the beastly money as much as ever I could. I've 
made friends amongst people I've really liked, and I've had 
a royal good time. All those fellows who were down 
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here — clerer and amnring fellows — took me for myself, 
not for m; money, or my father's money. Now, even 
with one or two of tbem it's different already. They 
think of me not as a fellow like themselves, as they nsed 
to, but as a chap who is plastered with gold. I hate it; 
it humiliates me. I'm like Cnesus, who mined eyery- 
thing that he tonched." 

" I think it is rather fine that yon should think about 
money like that," she said. " I can understand it. There 
are people in the world who are affected towards rank in 
the way tbat yon hate. One has to guard one's self 
against false values. It Is the penalty one pays for being 
a little different from others. But still, I don't see why 
what yon have said should make you turn against poor 
Kemsale. One's rank was in its right place here, while 
we had it, and I think your father's wealth, which he 
spends here so generously, is in its right place, too." 

He smiled at her again. " Yoa always calm one's ideas," 
he said. " Bnt I don't think you really believe that money 
is a good substitute for rank at Kemsale. You make the 
beat of us, as I said before, but yon stood ont against as 
for a long time, you know. I don't think you've changed 
all your ideas since we became friends." 

" I have changed a great many of them," she said 
simply ; " and I suppose it is becaaae both you and Katie 
are so little affected by " 

" By the money. Yet it's the money that has put ns 
where we are. When we lived in a big house in the 
suburbs of London yon wouldn't have thought us fit peo- 
ple to know." 

" Oh, you mustn't talk like that You're muddling things 
up. I should always have thought you the nicest people 
to know, if I had once got to know you. So does every- 
body about here. I don't think yon have any reason to 
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complftin of lack of friends here. No one could have 
made themaelvea more liked in so abort a time." 

" Well, if people liave taken na op, I say it Is becanse 
of the money. I thonght at first, as far as I vas con- 
cemed, it was becaose of myself. So it may be with a 
few, but with the majmity It'a becanse of the money. 
And I've found it ottt. That's why I'm longing to get 
away, and be myself again." 

She did not ape^ at once. Then she said slowly: 
" If yoD think about it like that, it is of no ose simply 
to say that yon're wrong. But I think you arc wrong 
all the same." 

" I'm sure I'm not wrong. Any number of the people 
who were at Kemsale the other night were turning op 
their oosea at us all the time, and they were taming 
them up still higher at Bathgate. And why?" 

"Well, why?" 

" Because we had the impudence to be onrselTes. If 
we bad filled our bouse with people all cut after one 
pattern they'd have passed va — of course as long as we 
behaved ourselves humUy and gratefully for bdng taken 
notice of. It would have been better than they would 
have expected from people like us, and " 

She would not let him go on. " Oh, but I tiiink you're 
talking a great deal of nonsense," she said. " If you 
want the plain truth, your friends did make a good deal 
of noise, and they weren't the kind of people we're accus' 
tomed to. Most people were rather amused at them, and 
if there were some who took it all too seriously, you 
can surely make allowances. If a lot of fox-hunting 
young Englishmen took charge of an artists' ball in 
Paris it would have been just the same, the other way 
round." 

He was already inclined to be a little ashamed of the 
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diTision he himself hxd tried to create at the Bathgate 
balls, and she had spoken with more decision than she 
generally ased. " Well, all that isn't of moch importance," 
he said, rather grudgingly. " It isn't really what I'm np 
against. I sappoae these people here have a right to have 
their own show mn as it pleases them. Well, let them 
ron all their shovs as it pleases them, and I'll keep oatside. 
I don't belong to them. I belong to the other lot, and 
it has been made plain to me that the two lots don't mix. 
I'tc made my choice now." 

" Have yon got a right to make yoar choice in that 
way?" she asked him. 

" Why not? I don't belong to the fox-hunters. I don't 
care for them, as a body. Of conrse I like one or two 
bcK and there. I like Irving; I like Frank Clinton; I 
like a few of the fellows who have been staying with us. 
But that's only because they're something more than fox- 
hunters." 

" It's because yon know them. Nobody likes all the 
people whom they have to live amongst. I'm sure you 
don't like all the artists amongst whom yon have lived. 
Yon pick and choose, and the rest you tolerate. But in 
a city yon hare more choice. In the country perhaps yon 
have to tolerate more than you can make friends with. 
Ifs the same for all of as." 

" What did yon mean when yon said I hadn't a right 
to choose for myself? " 

" I asked yon whether yon had. I had a little talk 
with your father the other day. He wants yon to settle 
down here. He told me that Eemsale would be yours 
some day. He doesn't want yon to do what some of us 
have done — look np(»i a great country estate as so much 
property, providing an income to be spent, and carrying 
with it no duties or responsibilities. He told me that he 
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had come to aec that that was not the my that land shoold 
be held — at least not in England." 

" Oh, yea, he's got hold of all that, the dear old dad. 
There's nobody like him for sdring the aalient ptMnt. 
Only, onfortonately, he isn't going to bother himself with 
holding land in vfaat he Bees to be the right way on his 
own account. I've bad it all ont with him, and I did 
make op my mind more or less before Cbriatmas to ^ve 
it a fair triaL Bat what be doesn't see yet is that it 
takes the ri^t man to do it Yon don't always find the 
right man amongst the people that yon come from, and 
yon're less likely still to find him amongst the people from 
whom I come. You may. I believe my father wonld have 
been one of the ri^t men if he'd taken to it early enough. 
But I'm not. It would suffocate me to live down here 
all my life— even going away a good deal, as I shonld — 
amongst all the people who think themselves ao brood' 
minded and are really so narrow." 

" Well, I've lived amongst them all my life," she said, 
"and I don't believe they are more narrow than others. 
I think it is the happiest life there is, to live most of yonr 
time quietly in the country, and do the work and take 
the pleasures that lie close to your door." 

" I like to think of your doing that. It seems to suit 
you. When I go away from Kemsale I shall often think 
of you living here in this pretty place — so much nicer 
than Kemsale is now, in the way we have spoilt it with 
our money. Ah, if Kemsale had been what it was before! 
If it could have gone on somehow with no change, I don't 
think I should have wanted to leave it When I first 
came down, your influence seemed to be over it all, thou^ 
the changes were beginning to be made then. I loved it; 
it was something that I had never known before. Bnt 
we seem to have rubbed it all off now — all tlie i 
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of it. I don't know that we're more vulgar than other 
people of oar sort, but we do seem to hare vulgarised 
Kemaale. It can never be again what it was when yon 
lived there." 

She iras a little abashed b; his speech, and did not 
qnite understand it Bnt she recognised him for a yoimg 
man of ori^ality, wbo conld say things that other people 
would not say. It was difficolt to ansiwer him. She thongfat 
of him and Katie both as qnite mispotlt by their upbring- 
ing, but she did also think that Mrs. Brown had vnlgariaed 
Eemsale, and she conld not commend them vitbont criti- 
dsing her. 

" It is kind of yon to think of me like that," she said. 
" 2 am a little part of Kemsale still, and if it is »ny 
pleasure to you to know it I am much happier living here 
with you as neighbours than I had thought at first that 

1 could possibly be — with any new neighbours, I mean, 
at Eemsale. So yon see, the way it all seems to strike 
yoD doesn't strike me." 

"Well, how does it strike you exactly P You can't help 
seeing that we're different from the people in all the other 
country houses. I don't mind being different, yon know. 
What I hate is to be In a place where one isn't allowed 
to be." 

" It doesn't strike me that you are so very difTerent 
We're not all cut after the same pattern, as yon seem to 
think. I don't believe yon do think it really. There's 
as much room for yonr tastes in the country as for any- 
body else's. And some of yoor tastes are the same as 
those of all the rest of as — more of them than you're 
Inclined to admit jnst at present. I will tell you what 

2 think about you, as we're friends, and I may speak 
my mind. The life yon have been living bas been delight- 
ful to yon while yoa have been qnite yoang. But it 



:.bv Google 



S7S THE OLD .OBDEfi CHANOETH 

couldn't go on in exactly the same way; you vonldn't 
be sstisfiei] with it. It is not aa if you were preparing 
yooraclf to be a great artict; yoo have only taken the 
amusing parts of an artiat'a life, just as other young ram 
take to other amnsements before they settle down to the 
life prepared for them; or as my coaain Dick Clinton, 
for instanee, took to soldiering for a time, not as a serious 
profession. Yau've had your fun out of it all, but it 
would be wasting yourself to go on with it moch longer. 
We all have something to do in the world. I think your 
dafy plainly lies here, as your father wishes it; and yon 
couldn't get rid of Kemsale if you wanted to." 

He sat silent for some time. Then be said; " It all 
comes back in the long run to the money. Money is a 
dreadful tyrant. You work for it as my father does, 
and it isn't like working for other things which are sat- 
iafying in themselres. When yon have worked to make 
it, if you have made so nmch that it is beyond anything a 
man can want, you have to work to use it; or it mocks 
yon. He sees that, as he sees most things; bnt he has 
the genius for making it, not for using it Whatever he 
tried to do with bis money he would make more of it. He 
couldn't help himself. This scheme of his that be has 
started here — no doubt it will benefit the estate, and the 
people on it, hot the end for him will be that he will 
make money out of it; it wouldn't be his scheme if he 
didn'ti" 

" He told me that be didn't want to make much money 
ont of it — a fair return on his capital he said. It was for 
the benefit of the estate and the people chiefly. I think 
that is just right. It is what landbolding has always 
been at its best The Clintons think it is right, and they 
say — or Dick says — ^that it is a good thing to get new 
blood and new ideas into it." 
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" Bat don't you see tbat he's got beyond the point at 
which he can satisfy himself with working. for those objects? 
The stakes aren't high enough. He's as little of a gambler 
as anybody. I don't believe he has ever won or lost a 
penny on cards or horses, and I know enough of his busi- 
ness to see that there is as little apecnlation in it as pos- 
sible. It's all sheer knowledge and calculation. Bat the 
stakes have got to be tiigh all tbe same. That's why 
he's going back to the Ci^ now. No, it's I who have 
to hear the burden of all the wealth he's roUing up; and 
I'm not fit for it It oppresses me. I can't leave it lying 
idle any more than he can. I've got that much of his 
blood in me." 

" There are so many ways of osing money to benefit 
the world." 

"Are there? I've often thought of that. Tbe people 
who give away enormous sums don't seem to me to make 
mnch of a band of it, I think it's enormoosly difBcolt to 
find a way, when you have to dispose of a great overplus." 

" I suppose it is only of late years that individnal men 
have become eo rich that they have to dispose of millions 
by giving them away. It used to be easier. Men were 
rich becansc of their land, and their land gave them all 
that they wanted. Now rich men turn their money into 
land, and gain new opportnnities. I think that is the best 
way. I think that is the way marked out for yon at 
Kemsale." 

" It looka like it," be said. " I'm afraid so." 
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CHAPTER XXX 

HELP IN TBOUBLE 

Whin Meadshire and Katie bad left tbe terrace. Mead- 
shire said: " There's vetj little to see in the garden now. 
We'll walk op to the heronry. The fact is I want to ^t 
away from fonr brother. He's in a devilish irritable mood, 
and I don't wont to quarrel with him for joar sake, little 
Miss Brown." 

She made no reply. She was thinking how she should 
open what she had to say to him. 

" What's the matter with yofl both? " he asked her. " I 
can't say that yon are irritable, for yon never are; but 
you're not very cheerful." 

" No, I'm not," she said. " I'm very miserable." 

"Poor little girl! Why are you miserable? Tell me 
about it." 

" I'm miserable about you." 

The dark look which had lifted from his face retamed 
to it. " You needn't worry aboat me," he said. 

" How can I help it ? Yoa know bow I love Grace, 
and she's as unhappy as she can be. She sees what ia 
happening, and she feels that she can't help you. She 
thinks I can. Oh, I wish you'd let me. Yon have let me 
talk to yon about it before. Can't you talk to me now? " 

He tamed round on her suddenly and ^ared at her. 
She stopped, and looked up in his face, half frightened, 
but plucking at her courage. " Can't you see I'm making 
a fight?" he asked gruffly, and then turned and went on 
again. 
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She was conscious of a great sense of relief. The ice 
was broken ; she could talk to him now. " Ob, I knoT 
you are," she said, " and I'm so glad. It isn't only for 
Grace's sake. It's for your own, too. Yon know how 
I want to help you, if I only can. It will help yon to 
talk about it, won't it? If one is fighting against some- 
thing, it does help when your friends know it, and are 
thinking of yon all the time." 

They had come to a broader part of the path, where 
there was a seat facing a gap In the pines, through which 
the snn shone. He sat down heavily, and she stood by 
him looking down upon his face, which was in pain. 

" I've never fought against it so hard before," he said. 
" I've never fonght at all, except a little, last year. I'm 
going tbrongh hell, little girl." 

He looked up at her with a glance half-whimsical, but 
looked down again immediately, his face reverting to its 
expression of dark struggle. But there was something in 
the glance that pierced her throngh and through. She 
sat down beside him and her breath caoght In a sob. " Oh, 
I wish I conld hdp yon," she cried. " I wish I coold 
bear It for yon." 

His face cleared a little. " Yoa have helped me, my 
dear," he said. " At least, it's because of yoo I'm patting 
np a fight If yon hadn't shown me that yon thought I 

could — and hoped I would But it's too much for 

me. Ten years ago, perhaps, I mif^t have won through. 
It's too late now. I shall fight as long as I can; then I 
shall have to give way." 

"Oh, no. You mustn't say that. You ea» atmgg^e 
through if yon make up yonr mind." 

He smiled at her again. " You don't know what it 
is," he said. " Nobody can, unless they feel It them- 
selves. It cornea and goes. At it's worst you can hold 
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out, unless the stuff is actually there, utd thee when the 
cr&Ting dies down a little time's another sort of iinpiilsion 
pushing yoa on. I can't explain it, bat it's stronger than 
the other. It's like your will toning traitor on you. 
When I do give way this time, it probably won't be when 
the craring is on me. I shall do it deliberately wbea I 
needn't — phy^cally. I shall go dead against what I want, 
and I shan't be able to help myself." 

" Oh, but yon mustn't talk as if yon were going to 
give way. If yon have held out so long — surely it passes, 
doesn't iti It is months since yon had any desire to ^ve 
way. It can't last forever." 

" I don't know how long it can last. It seems to me 
now that it will last till I do give way. I only know that 
I can't hold oat much longer. My will is slipping away 
from me. I seem to be cau^t in a net. I've reached 
that stage where there seems no reason for holding out 
You'd better forget all about me, little girl. I'm past 
caring for. I shan't risk it coming on here again. I 
shall go away, when I know I'm in for it. You needn't 
know of it any more. When I'm down here I shall be 
all right, and we can be friends, as we've always been." 

She wanted to cry, but held back the tears, and put all 
the strength of her clear firm mind into her determination 
to stiffen his resistance. " If you think of yourself like 
that," she said, " of coarse yoa won't hold oat I don't 
anderatand all about It, bat I know that it can't be neces- 
sary for yon to give way. There must be things you 

" There are said to be cores. I don't believe in them 
macb, and if I did I don't think I'd try them. The only 
reason I should want to get the better of myself would 
be because somebody believed in me — or wanted to. Grace 
— -^nd you too. Oh, you've put a little bit of your plndc 
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into me. I'm more of a man now for holding out as long 
as I have, even if I can't hold ont much longer. If one 
pnt one's faith in a medical cure, and ran to it every time 
one had need — well, .1 don't see tliat it would be much 
better than running to the other thing. One would be 
no better in one's self." 

" Oh, yes, I see that," she cried. " It's yourself you 
must conquer, fiat I didn't mean that sort of cure. Per- 
haps there is no actual cure and you would have to fight 
always. But I believe if yon fought and won, the times 
when yon would have to fight woold get less, and the 
fight would be less hard every time. When you talk about 
it — when you tallc to me — doesn't that help you? It isn't 
strong enough to make yon want to go away now, and 
leave me — for it?" 

" No. At this very moment I've no actual craving. I'm 
not sure that the worst of that Isn't over. I wouldn't let 
Grace have only water on the table at lunch, but I didn't 
mind drinldng only water myself." 

" Oh, then, I do hope yon are getting over it this time. 
Perhaps yon will only hare to struggle oo a little further 
to be free again. And then yon will feel ever so much 
stronger, having got over the desire." 

" Yes, but I've tried to tell you that that isn't the worst 
danger. The struggle plays the devil with your will — 
seems to turn it all topsy-turvy. When you want it most 
it's there, and when it seems to be wanted less, you find 
it gone altogether." 

" That is where a friend ought to be able to help you. 
If your own will is damaged for a time, you ought to 
be able to depend upon another wilL" 

" If the friend were always there! That's the trouble, 
little Hiss Brown. It's when one is by one's self that 
the perverse devil gets hold of one. Well, it's on the 
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knees of tbe gods. What will be will be. We needn't 
spoil this lovely afternooti, anyhow, by dreading what's 
going to happen. Let's go np acrosa the hill. Perhaps 
a long walk will do me good. And at least I'm safe 
while I'm with yon." 

He toc^ her assent for granted and started off up the 
rodcy path. She followed him. She had made up her 
mind now what she was going to do. It was not easy 
to do it, with his back towards her, and both of them 
walking fast, but it was not easy to do it anyhow, and 
the additional discomfort would not deter her. 

" If yoa'll let me, I'll always be with you to help yon." 

He didn't catch what she had said, and called out a 
question over his shoulder. 

" Please stop," she said. " I have something to say 
to yon." 

He stopped and faced her. Her face was pale and 
her eyes were on the ground, but she raised them to hia, 
and spoke in a clear voice. " Let me stay with you always 
and help you," she said. " I know I can." 

Hia face grew wonderfully soft He put his band on 
her shoulder. " You'ie a dear good little girl," he said. 
" You've done a>e an honour that I shall never forget. 
By Jove, I will see it through this time, for your sake. 
But yon shan't sacrifice yoarself for me, my dear. Omte, 
we'll go and sit down again, and talk." 

They went back to the seat, and she said in a voice 
that trembled a little: " It wouldn't be sacrificing myself. 
It would make me happy to know that I was helping 
you through the bad times. I should feel that I was 
helping to save your soul for you. It isn't given to many 
women to do that for a man." 

He took her hand in his. " Supposing it went wrong, 
my dear ! " he said. " At first it wouldn't go wrong. .£at 
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afterrarda — when we bod beCome more used to one an- 
other! I'm not altogether a brate. I should be very 
grateful to yon — always — even when the bad times came 
on me; bnt I'm grateful to Grace, and it doesn't prevent 
me from showing myself a brute to her. I daren't risk 
it, Katie." 

" I would risk it," she said. " I'm not afraid." 

" I know you're not You're the bravest, best little 
soul In the world. And you'd never reproach me, what- 
ever I did. You'd stick to me through thick and thin. 
Perhaps you might save my sonl for me, as yon say. I 
should have to be a lot worse than I am if I didn't fight 
tooth and nail against myself for your sake, even when 
it didn't seem worth doing for my own. Oh, we'd make 
a great fight of it, together. Perhaps we should win. 
It's a great temptation, Katie. But I'm not fit for yon, 
my dear. I'm too old. I've played the fool with myself 
and my chances too long — not only in that way, bnt in 
every way. I've nothing to offer yon in return for all 
yon'd do for me. If I'd known you ten years ago — but 
you were a child then, and I was already a blackguard 
and a waster. No, my dear, it isn't to be thought of." 

It was she who felt weak now. She had offered herself 
to him, but she could not plead with him to take her. 
She conld only show him how ready she was to give her- 
self; and that was difficult 

" I don't want you to think of me," she safd ; " I mean, 
I don't want yon to think for me. I've done all that; if 
I hadn't thought it all out again and again, and made up 
my mind, I shouldn't have dared to say what I have. I 
said it because I thought yon wouldn't; and yet I thought 
that you wonld want me, if you knew I was ready to 
come to yon." 

A feeling towards her that he had not bad before was 
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creeping into hia mind. He had thought of her cool loyal 
strength as Bomething to lean on, as a refnge from him- 
self; she could be like a kind devoted little sister tovarda 
him — like onoUier sister, stronger and more resourceful 
than Grace. And he was fond of her, and liked her as 
a companion; it would not be iiksontc to be tied to her 
for life. They would get on very well together. But 
now he was beginning to see her as a woman whom he 
might desire for a bride. She had shown tenderness, not 
merely kindness and courage. She had no beauty except 
the freshness of her youth, and the beauty that shone 
through her from her fine true nature; hut that was more 
than enongfa to make a man desire her for a mate. It 
made it harder for him to stand out against her; but he 
was determined to stand out. 

He still held her hand in his. " Don't think I don't 
want yon," he said. " God knows I do. If I could think 
only of myself, it wouldn't have been left to yon to speak, 
as I lore and honoor yon for speaking; I should hare 
asked yon long ago. But it's the one thing in all my 
rotten life that I've put away from me. From the first, 
I've said to myself that a man like me had no right to 
many and share bis disgrace with others. It's true I 
never thought of any one like you, who knew the worst 
abont me and was ready to share it and to mend it. If 
I'd known yon when I was young, Katie, I think I'd have 
let you risk it for me. I can't let you now, my dear. 
Yon don't know the risk. I'm not fit for you. I should 
be more of a blackguard than I am if I spoilt your youth 
and goodness in that way." 

She was crying softly, but left her hand in his, and 
made no attempt to wipe away the tears. " You're not a 
blackguard," she said. " If I didn't know that, I mig^ 
want to help for Grace's sake, and a little for your own. 
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becanse we're friends; but I sfaonldn't hsve said what I 
have to yon.' I know of yoai faults, bat I know what 
you are beneath them." 

" Ah, bnt yoa don't know. How can a }ronng girl, good 
and innocent like yon, know all that there is in the life 
of a man so mnch older, who has done what he pleased, 
never held himself in, thooght of nobody bnt himself and 
his own gratification f " 

" I know that there Is mnch that I can't know. Bnt I 
look behind all that I don't fear it Lore casteth oat 
fear — snch fear as that" 

He was profoundly moved by the word. Yes, it was 
love that she was offering him — the noblest kind of love, 
which thinks no evil. Might he not take the great gift, 
and be healed and raised by it? 

If he could give love in return! That would balance 
the account, weighed down so heavily by bis sins as against 
her purify. 

They sat for a long time In silence. Her band rested 
in bis, as a token of her quiet and willing surrender. Its 
touch soothed his troubled spirit, and whatever there was 
in his thoughts that lay outside the great fact of her love 
for him, and her readiness to share with him the burden 
of himself, was swept away. 

He turned to her and took her face between his two 
hands and looked into her eyes. Then he kissed her 
very gently on the forehead, bnt said nothing. She did 
not know, when tbey waUced on together, nor when they 
parted, whether he bad accepted her offer of herself or not 
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CHAPTER TCTCTC1 
AN ENOAGEHENT 

It was tbe oioniuig after the ball at Eenuale. Frank 
Clinttm was closeted with Mr. Sheard In his room where 
the picture of the clipper sailing-ship Orion bang amongst 
the dull-bonnd booka on theology and BibUcal study. 

Mr. Slieard's face was serious. " I can't saj this has 
come apon me as a surprise altogether," he was sa^ng. 
" But 111 admit that I didn't think it was coining so 
qnickly, if it was coming at aU." 

" Well, 70D can't have expected that it wouldn't come 
to' Anne sooner or later," said the j'oang man. 

He located confident and happy. It is to be sapposed 
that his happiness was so gloriously new to him that an 
interview which most young men in his case lode npon 
as a itecessary bnt irksome interruption to more pleasant 
interviews was not even irksome. He could talk about 
Anne and take a delight in the open recognition of his 
love for her. 

" Sooner or later, yes. Bnt aren't there some difficulties 
in the way, Mr. Clinton, that we have to consider ?" 

He raised his honest eyes to Frank's face. They held 
nothing but liking for him, as he sat there handsome and 
strong, with the glow of his happiness on his face. If he 
must lose his little daughter he could not wish that a more 
proper man than this should take her from him— other 
considerations apart. 

"What difficulties?" Frank asked. 
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"Does yooT father know of your wiAf Wonld he 
approve of your marrying a daughter of mine? " 

Frank's face fell s little. " My father haa had a sort 
of idea that I wanted to marry somebody else," he said. 
" I've given turn do gronnda for it; in fact, I've taken 
some little pains to make him see which quarter the wind 
was in. But he hasn't seen it before last night, and at 
present he's suffering from disappointment. It won't last 
long when he knows Anne." 

" Well, it's natural tha); you should think that. I 
shouldn't like you to think otherwise. But there are qaes* 
tions which young people in your state of mind can't be 
expected to give much weight to, and they are jnst those 
that parents have to think of most. Let's be honest about 
it — you and I. Isn't your father, being what he is, likely 
to object very strongly to yonr marrying a daughter of 
mine? Yon needn't be afraid of answering. You won't 
hurt my feelings. I'm what I am, and I'm not ashamed 
of it I ikould be ashamed of myself if I pretended to 
be something else — something like yonr father, for in- 
stance." 

" If yon want a perfectly plain answer, I don't know 
how my father is likely to take it, when he has got over 
his disappointment He won't hear about it now, and 
that's the truth. But it doesn't follow that he won't do 
everything that's wanted of him when he gets used to the 
idea. He's like that You know my brother Dick's wife. 
Well, he nearly disinherited Dick, as far as he could, 
because he insisted on marrying her. They didn't meet 
for nearly a year — Dick and he — and Dick gave up the 
Service and took a job till he came round. Now he thinks 
there's nobody like Dick's wife. I don't suppose he'd 
act in the same way again. He's had his lesson, and 
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thcre'i a lot moK aenae in him than yoa'd sometimefl snp- 
pose from hia way of UUdng," 

Hr. Sheaid ma^ have been aomewhat aurpriaed at this 
very ootspcAen ssmndng-op of a father hy a son, bnt he 
did "not ahov it " I don't know anything ahont the cir- 
cnmatancea of your brothei's marriage," he aaid. " But 
I've been told that hla wife was a lady of title before be 
ntarried ber. Yoar father'a objections to ber can't 
hare been the same as they mi^t be towards my little 
Anne." 

" She was tbe widow of a fellow with a title. That's 
all. She waan't of the sort that be expected his eldest 
son to marry. He didn't know ber, mind yoa. When 
he did, he came right round. Yon see, he's lived tied 
down to Kencote for the whole of his life. He can't 
forget he's a big man in this little corner of tbe world, 
and that onr family has been here for hundreds of years. 
Perhapa it's all mote important to him than it ooght 
to be." 

" Well, Mr. Clinton, I've no fault to find with a man 
who prides himself on his birtii and his position, as long 
as it leads him in the paths of honour. And I can't say 
that I think it's wrong for him to wish that his children 
should marry into families something like his own. That's 
hia side of it But we'ye got our side too, yon know — 
we people without birth or wealth. As far as you're con- 
cerned you've pat that aside. I'm not ashamed to say 
that you do us honour by treating us as equals. If Anne 
marries yon she marries into a family that's a good deal 
above her own, and I don't pretend it wouldn't be a grati- 
fication to OS, if it could be happily brought about. But 
we have onr proper pride as well as those above us. It 
wonidn't be for us to aim at such a marriage for onr 
dan^ter. If what we are, and what she is, is enough, 
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on both sides, no one's pride suffers. But if it isn't, then 
my objections woold be as strong as yonr father's, and 
they would come from the same soorce." 

" Yon mean that " 

" I mean that before I consent to a marriage betveen 
you and Anne, your father must consent to it. It's for 
him to take the first step, becaoae it's for him to waive 
the difference between us, not for me." 

Frank was consctons of « drop in his happy confidence. 
He knew enough of the man before him to recognise that 
be said nothing that he did not mean, or was not prepared 
to act on. " I'm long since of age, you know," he said. 
" And I'm not dependent on my father altogether, though 
I should expect faim to make provision for me when I 
married." 

" But Anne isn't of age. In any case, I shouldn't want 
ber to marry until some little time had elapsed ; but we're 
not ready to talk of that yet And I say nothing of pro- 
Tisitm for marriage. My ideas of a suitable provision 
would probably be different from yours; they would cer- 
tainly be very different from your father's. I married 
on a hundred and fifty a year, and I should let Anne do 
the same, if I trusted the man wbo married her. I should 
trust you; we needn't talk about that side of it at all. 
She'd go to you with nothing; she'd be one with you, 
whether yon were rich or poor; jrou'd work it out to- 
gether. I sometimes think that the start in life of a young 
couple amongst the people I belong to — where they tcdce 
their risks together — is a happier thing than what yoa are 
accustomed to in your circles, where all is made easy for 
tliem from the beginning. But that's going too far at 
present, too. I just say it, so as to make it quite plain 
that I'm asking for nothing for Anne, except that she 
shall be received as a dauj^ter in your father's boose. 
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Thftt I have a right to uk for ber, and I can't give my 
consent irithoat It." 

" Yes," said Frank slowly, " yon hare every right to 
ask for that; and I shouldn't be satisfied for her with- 
ont it. I wish I conld take her over to get it now. She'd 
get it from my mother, and my sisters — I think from 
every one except my father. And she'll get it from him 
by and by. Perhaps I on^t to have made more certain 
of him before I came to see yon, before I spoke to Anne. 
I don't like to think I can't take her to my home, proud 
as I am of her." 

" Well, It's one of the little complications that come 
from the differences we've been talking about. I shan't 
allow it to vex me, and if I were yon, I shouldn't take it 
too moch to heart. Little Anne won't, I know, as long 
as she's sore of you." 

" Then yon don't forbid me to see ber, until I've settled 
op with my father, or to write to her? " 

" Ohj no. It's you I'm ready to give her to, and 111 
give her to you gladly when the lime comes. If it doesn't 
come before, it will come when she's of age, and can 
choose for herself. I shouldn't consider I had the ri^it 
then to stand on my pride. I'm afraid that's what it 
comes to now, but I think I'm right to do it." 

As Frank rode home that afternoon, with Anne's kisses 
warm on his lips, he asked himself whether he was not 
better off in having fonnd her where she was, than if 
she had been of some great house, kept and guarded from 
bim until all the tiresome side-issues of betrothal bad 
been settled for them. Their love for one another was 
so fresh and still so wonderful that it was enough for 
them at present to spend those blissfnl hours together, 
to feed on them in memory, to look forward with keenest 
delight to letters, when they should be parted, and to 
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meeting again; alir«7B witfa the brigbt hope before tbem 
of a time when they shonld be together for always. A 
long engagement! It waa a more common experience 
amongst Anne's people than amongst his. Lovers' inter- 
course was founded on it; their freedom was not affected 
by difficulties in the way of an early marriage, and if 
those difficulties were not as a role of the same kind as 
the difficulties that confronted him, still, Anne's parents 
had treated them in the same way — as presenting no 
obstacle to a complete understanding between him and 
her. Within dne limits their affair was their own. They 
might not marry till the way was clear, but they were 
not forbidden to be bappy in tbdr lore for one another, 
or to pliglit their troth, as if the obstacles would never 
be overcome. 

Frank had fotmd it difficult at first to talk to Anne of 
what had happened since he had parted from her the 
night before. He was so afraid of hnrting her, so ashamed 
of having to make her understand that he hod not yet 
been able to make a welcome for her in his home. But she 
was so young, and so sby with everybody but him — and 
with him she was adorably shy, but in another manner — 
that she rather dreaded having to face his people at 
Kencote, and it was an actnal relief to her not to have 
to do so while the wonderful thing that had happened 
to her was still so new, and what should come of it was 
hardly yet in her thoughts. She wanted no one but him 
at present; she liked to feel that she was "engaged"; 
but marriage was a long way off yet. They would come 
to that slowly, after long happy months, perhaps after 
years. It didn't matter now how long it would be, since 
Frank was hers to love and to think about, and had prom- 
ised to write to her every day. 

So his task was easy, after all, and he bad to thank 
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the ideas to whicb Anne h&d been brought np for it; or 
rather the ideal to whicb sbe had not been brought np. 
Hia father vaa not ready^ ;et to sanction their maniage. 
Anne saw nothing much to tronble her in tbatr though 
■he was a little surprised that Frank said nothing about 
his sanctianing their engagement, which to her was quite 
m different thing. But she saw that in respect of the 
sanction it was to be considered the same thing, hy the 
way Frank spoke of it, and she was quite prepared to 
leave it to him to remove the difficulties, all io good time. 
He found that it was not necessary to explain to her 
what they were. In his relief be made some slight sacri- 
fice of filial affection. Anne was left with a vague idea 
that the Squire was rather a tiresome old gentleman who 
would come round all in good time, and sbe displayed 
much more interest in whether Mrs. Clinton would love 
her, and whether Frank's sisters wouldn't be too " grand " 
for her. He was able to reassure her on both these points, 
from his own convictions on them, bat it was represented 
to ber that until bis father " came round " there might 
be some difficulty in their all coming together happily. He 
had left her a little sad, but more because he was going 
away the next day and did not know when be should next 
be able to secure a leave, than because of what he had 
told her about Kencote. She would wait for him, in her 
happy home-nest, and dwell on her thoughts of him 
there. She was not ready to leave it yet; it mattered 
little that the doors of Kencote were not yet open to 
her. 

There was an agreeable surprise waiting for Frank when 
he reached home. Joan and ber husband had arrived, 
on their way from one country house to another. Or 
rather, as one country house was in Norfolk and the other 
in Hampshire, and they had had to pass tiirough Ixoidaiif 
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they had filched a day from the second of their vlsita, 
and tamed aside into Meadshire. It was a sonrce of 
gratification to the Squire that Joan had made so many 
opportonities of coming to Kencote, and that her young 
husband vas always ready to accompany her, if the numer- 
ous calls on him permitted him to do so. Although the 
Squire considered himself " as good as anybody," because 
of his anient birth, and the wealth that enabled him to 
support it in honour, and bad had his taste of social 
eminence in his youth, he had lived big retired life at 
Kencote for so long that visits from members of the most 
exalted aristocracy, to which young Inverell belonged, were 
not quite like other visits to him. Viewed as a country 
gentleman, living in comparatively simple style in his 
large house all the year round, he was in fact rather more 
ontside the orbit of his daughter and son-in-law than the 
Sheards were ontside his. Frank thought he might draw 
advantage to himself out of this timely visit. 

Joan was considered to be rather spoilt when she came 
to Kencote, but all her demands were based upon her 
love for her childhood's home, and gave pleasure to her 
parents as well as to herself. One of these was that she 
was always to have the old schoolroom, now disused, as 
her special sitting-room, and one of the first things that 
had been done on the receipt of the heralding telegram 
was to prepare It for her use. So it was as they sat 
together on the old sofa, covered with faded chints, in 
front of the schoolroom fire, with no one to disturb them, 
that Frank told Joan of his love and of the difficulties 
in the way of his marriage. 

" I think she's a darling," said Joan, looking at Anne's 
photograph. " Dear old Frank, I'm so glad. I was be- 
ginning to think you'd be left, out of us all. Really, she's 
awfully sweet. I'm sole I shall love her." 
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" She's ever bo much prettier than that," said Frank, 
and Joan laoghed at him, and gave faim a sisterly hog. 

" I wonder if I should hare time to go over and see 
her to-morrow before we go," she said. " If father is 
tiresome about it, it might soften it down a bit for her. 
I Icnow how much I felt it before it was all made right 
for me and Ronald. I'll tell yon what 111 do — 111 saj I 
mast go orer and see Grace. Then 111 go there on my 
way. I'll lake Ronald too. Hell come if I tell him why. 
I never feel of much importance when I come back to 
Kencote; but Ronald's different." 

" Yon're a good girl, Joan. I thonght you'd t^e it 
like this, but I wasn't quite certain." 

"Why, how did yoa suppose I'd take it? Whoever 
yon married I should try to lore her, if she'd let me. 
And it oughtn't to be difficult with a sweet thing like that. 
Let me look at her again, Frank, if you can spare her. 
Yes, she's a real lamb, as Nancy and I used to say." 

" Well, Joan, it's no use keeping things back. I dim't 
think yoa quite understand how it is, though I've tried 
to tell you. It's difficnlt, because whatever I say abont 
her people it looks as if I were running them down, and 
I like them too much for that, especially her father. I 
should like and respect him if there were no qnestion of 
ber at all. It's natural that yon should think of them as 
ordinary rectory people, and father unreasonable to ob- 
ject. But they're not quite like that." 

" Oh, bnt I know, dear Frank. I was here when Uncle 
Tom came and told us ahoat them, in the spring — when 
be first knew that Mr. Sheard was going to Kemsale." 

" Yes, of course yon were. I'd forgotten that He told 
OS that Sheard had been a cnrate at Melbory Park, and 
I think he said be had been a mate on a merchant ship 
before that. Well, he was the skipper of a crack sailing 
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craft, as a loatter of fact; bat that doesn't make much 
difference. He's a very Adc fellow — aimple and hoaest 
and good right through; if yon aaid that he wasn't a 
gentleman you'd feel ashamed of yourself when yon once 
came to know him; but with the ordinary meaning that 
people like as give to the word, that's what it amounts 
to, and that's all that father can see. It doesn't affect 
Anne. I'm quite sure it doesn't. I've had mj eyes and 
my ears open. I couldn't very well help it, under the dr- 
camstances. She's just what you'd want ber to be, wherever 
you put her, I think you'd be ratiier surprised if you 
saw her mother, after you'd seen her. She's a dear kind 
soul, as good as gold. If she weren't, I suppose Anne 
wouldn't be what she is, as she's always lived at home. 
But there's no getting over it that she'd be out of place 
dining here, for instance. Oh, it seems beastly to say 
such things of Anne's mother, and I do like her, and can 
get on with her, though she's not equal to her husband. 
You see, Joan, I'm not quite like the rest of you. You've 
always lived amongst people of our own sort, and you're 
inclined to think that they're the only ones in the world — 
at least, father is. But one meets all sorts in the Navy, 
and knocking about the world as I've done. You don't 
think so much of position and all that sort of thing. Yon 
take people for what they are in themselves. I tell yon 
honestly that I like being with people like the Sheards, 
when they're as straight as they are, better than with 
most people of our own sort They've got their job to 
do, and it's what they're thinking about They're, more 
serious than us, bat it's the right kind of serioosness and 
doesn't make them less cheerful. And their lives are 
much simpler. I've come to like that rather, too." 

" You know," said Joan, after a slight pause, " I think 
we've all got something to thank father for in that way. 
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I was talking to Nancj about it the other day. I sup- 
pose you couldn't call our life here simple exactly in the 
way that you mean. There's a lot spent on it; father 
has always lived like a ridi man, and you boys, especially, 
were brought up to have everything that other rich men's 
sons have — all the healthy things, I mean. But still, the 
life at Kencote is simple compared to tbat of most other 
houses one goes to. It's why 1 like coming back to it; 
and Ronald likes it loo. When you live as we do, and see 
so many people who think of nothing but spending money 
and amusing themselves from morning till nif^t, yon have 
to take hold of yourself a little, and say that you're not 
going to make amusement the chief end of your life. Per- 
haps we owe more to darling mother than we do to father 
— vre girls, I mean — bnt, in spite of all his funny little 
ways of looking at things, he hs^ stuck to his simple old- 
faabioned manner of living. We used to grumble at being 
dull here sometimes, but we lore to think of it all now, and 
to come back to It" 

" Well, I haven't had as much experience of the other 
sort of life as you have. I dare say you're ri^t though, 
and compared with that this is qniet, and perhaps dulL 
But it seems to me pretty complicated. When I went to 
stay with Humphrey in Australia, we took a trip out west 
and stayed for a week with a pal of his. There wasn't 
a servant within miles, and we did every mortal thing 
for ourselves. Humphrey said it was the only life worth 
living, and he hadn't a care in the world; and you know 
what Humphrey used to be — couldn't shift a yard withoat 
his man, and wonld have thought that a fellow who didn't 
dress for dinner every night was beyond the pale al- 
together." 

" Humphrey had the right stuff in him all along, and 
now it has come out. Father was always against his 
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extravagance, and his fashionableness, when he was yonng 
— poor Humphrey I" 

" He was against a. lot of things. I suppose he has 
always had his £zed ideas, and they're not those of the 
smart world. But they don't help mc much now. He's 
jost as much against the far greater simplicity of people 
like the Sheards as he is against the extravagance on the 
other side." 

" Bat it isn't becaose tiiey live simply that he's against 
them." 

"Oh, well, we know why he's against them. They're 
not good enongfa for him. Bnt I say it is really because 
of their simplicity. Their ways are different from oars. 
That's all there is to it. He doesn't know what good 
people they all are. He doesn't want to know; that 
doesn't connt." 

A gong boomed throogfa the house. It was the second 
that bad sounded, and denoted that half the time appointed 
for dressing had passed away. Joan sprang up. " I really 
must go," she said. " Dear Frank, it will come all right 
in the end. I am going to see to it for yon. I believe I 
kium father better than yoa do." 
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CHAPTER XXXn 

THE SYNDICATE 

Tbm Irrings were littmg at breakfast. The happy in<mth 
of June had come roand again. June was a glorious month 
at Little Kemsale because of the roses, which were the 
Irrings' specialty. Neither of them liked to be away for 
a night while the roses were in their full glory. > There 
was a great bowl of them on the breakfast-table, and 
another on the sideboard. The room was scented with 
them. And new beds had been dug the previous aotomn 
along the lawn in front of the hoose. These were filled 
with the newer varieties, and the first thing to be done 
every morning was to go and see what new treasure had 
unfolded itself during the night. 

But during this May and June Douglas had been a good 
deal in London, running Dp one day and coming back on 
the next or the day after to his roses. He had gone np 
on business. He was in a big affair with Armitage Brown, 
he told Beatrix, and he had been able to do Bill Bradgate 
a good torn, and put business in his way. Things were 
developing extraordinarily well, but there were all sorts 
of difficulties to he overcome one by one. Armitage Brown 
had been working steadily at them for the last six months. 
It was wonderful what a genius he had for getting things 
through; Douglas conld see now that there was a good 
deal in that definition of genius being an infinite capacity 
for taking pains, or whatever the phrase was. Armitage 
Brown brought his mind to bear upon each tiny detail, and 
left nothing to chance. He was really a wonderful fellow^ 
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aad it was an eztraordinary piece of lock being allowed 
to go into a thing with him. 

He talked a great deal to Beatrix in this fashion, but 
gave her no details of the scheme. He wasn't allowed 
to say a word about it yet, and she wouldn't understand 
it if he did. She most be careful not so much as to men- 
tion outside that there was anything on, or that he vent 
up to London to see Azmitage Brown. 

As a matter of fact, his visits to London were not quite 
the important affairs that Beatrix imagined them to be. 
He would go to Bradgate's office in the City, to find out 
what was going on. Sometimes Bradgate had a little piece 
of news for him, sometimes nothing whatever had happened, 
and he had not had word with the financier since Douglas 
had last been np. Bradgate, indeed, had little to do with 
it at this stage, though he expected it to bring grist to 
the mill later on. But he was kept Informed from time 
to time of the broad aspects of the affair, and the progress 
that had been made, and it was actually from him that 
Douglas got all his information. He got none at all ^rom 
Annitage Brown. He would call in at his office, and some- 
times he would be admitted, but not always. There wonld 
be a word or two about Eemsale; Douglas generally pre- 
pared himself with something to say about the game, 
which he now looked after entirely. Then Annitage Brown 
would say: " Well, I'm very glad to see you, but I'm fright- 
fully busy. I may be down on Sunday; if not, g^ve me 
a look in the next time you're up. I like to hear what's 
going on." So the door was kept ajar; but the only time 
he had ventured to ask a question about the great scheme, 
Annitage Brown had said: " Oh, that's going on all right. 
I haren't forgotten that yon want to take a hand. When 
I'm ready for you 111 let yon know." 

Then Douglas wonld go to his club and play bridge 
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after Innchecm, imtit it was time to go home. Sometimea 
be would sta; np for the night and go to a pla;. And 
once he dined with the Browni in Berkeley Sqoare, filling 
a place at the laat moment in one of Mrs. Brown's Ug 
parties. But he had scarcely a word with his host. 

They were talking of the Browns now, over the break- 
fast-table. Kemsale had been shot up since the beginning 
of the year. Armitage Brown had spent some of hia Son- 
days there, sometimes alone, sometimes with his brother 
and sister-in-law. Neither Mrs. Brown nor Katie nor 
Alfred had been down, and there was no immediate 
prospect of their coming. Rumour was rife as to the 
reason. 

" They're not much good to us after all," said Douglas. 
" I did think Alfred was going to stick to the place." 

" Grace thought so too," said Beatrix. " He talked to 
her about it just before he went away. I'm afraid he'a 
rather a harum-scarum creature. He's rery nice, though. 
So is poor little Katie. Dou^sB, I wonder if it's tme 
about her and Lord Meadshire." 

" I'm pretty certain of it Why should she have been 
harried off like that, all of a sndden. We know that 
Mrs. Brown hadn't been meaning to go for another day 
or two. And she never came to say good-bye." 

" She wrote though ; and aaid she hoped to see me 
when they came back from the Rinera. She never baa 
come back." 

" Well, I don't know that she hasn't. Mrs. Brown said 
she was at Venice with Alfred a month ago. She wasn't 
inclined to be communicative. I'm afraid the poor little 
thing's in disgrace. I think it's a beastly shame of Mead- 
shire to make op to her. I suppose she got carried off 
her feet You can't think that a nice little thing like that, 
and as young as she is, would really want to marry a 



:.bv Google 



THE SYNDICATE 408 

fellow like Meadsbire. However, I suppose b1>^ fancied 
herself as a marchiooesa, and " 

" Oh no, Douglas. I don't believe sbe'd care a Ut 
about that. She's not like her mother." 

"Well, her mother doesn't seem to hare cared abont 
the idea. Or perhaps it was Armitage Brown who put 
his foot down. He looked pretty f^nm after Mn. Brown 
bad whipped her off. So did Alfred. He hates Meadshire." 

"He did at first I don't think he did after the; all 
made friends together." 

" He did at the end. He said so. I expect what hap- 
pened was that he'd heard about his trying to get bold 
of Katie. He was very strong on people being after 
them for the sake of their money. Of course that's what 
Meadsbire wanted, I don't blame Armitage Brown for 
turning him off with a flea in his ear." 

" You don't know that he did that." 

" I can guess. Meadsbire was fnrions with him, before 
he went off; and when I mentioned Meadsfaire's name to 
Brawn be looked as black as thunder." 

" I do feel most awfully sorry for Grace. She thought 
be was getting over his bad habits at last, and had settled 
down quietly here. Now he's worse than erei^-drink- 
ing aud spending money again; and never comes near 
her." 

"Oh, he's a rotter. Can't help it, poor fellow. The 
best thing that could happen for everybody would be for 
him to drink himself into his grave. Hell never be any 
good now. I wonder that he managed to keep himself 
steady here for so long. I suppose he knew he wouldn't 
have a chance for Katie if he didn't." 

" If it's tme that he wanted to marry Katie, I expect 
be proposed to her on the night of the Kemsale ball. So 
did Frank Clinton to Anne Sheard, and young Davis to 
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Irene FnUer, and there have been difficulties abont all 
three proposaU." 

Douglas langhed. "Tottie's rage!" he said. "I can^ 
help laughing whenever I think of it. Of course it's a 
very good match for Irene. She's tamed out to be 
much more sensible than her mother. Bnt poor Tottie! 
And she'd quite made np her mind that she'd canght 
Alfred tor Irene. Really, Bee, if ;od were to put that 

" Into a book, nobody would believe she could be true," 
Beatrix finished the sentence for him. " That's one to 
me, and wipes off yesterday's." 

" I wasn't going to say that at all." 

" What were you going to say? " 

" Never you mind." 

" Oh, you're not playing fair. Bnt Tottie has come 
ronnd now. I didn't tell you; I met her yesterday, and 
she told me that afae'd decided to make the best of a bad 
job. She talked a lot abont Point Manor; Points Farm 
is going to be dropped entirely. And it seems that the 
Davisea are, after all, a rather aristocratic family. One 
of them married a baronet, about a hundred years ago I 
think it was, and they've been ' seated ' at Points Manor 
for two hundred years." 

"She's a record, isn't she? Never dis^pointa ex- 
pectation. What did she say about the Browns f Every- 
body knows Mrs. Brown gives her the cold shoulder 

" Oh, they are hopelessly vulgar, in spite of their money. 
But I wasn't to say she said 8o, for goodness' sake. People 
in their position had to serve people of all sorts, and keep 
in with them to a certain extent, but for the fntnre she 
thought that she should let Herbert bear The brunt of it. 
She'd done her best to make a friend of Mrs. Brown, and 
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put her up to things, bat she got little thanks for it, and 
she should leare her to take her own way for the foture, 
and make all the nuBtakes she was liable to." 

" Bursting with spite ! I wonder if she really thinks 
she deceives a living sonl by talking like that. She's jolly 
lucky to have the Browns at her silly back. Little Her- 
bert has been treated remarkably well. He might quite 
easily have been sacked, at his age, and he wouldn't have 
got another job| but he's making more than he did before. 
I must say Annitage Brown is a generous fellow when he 
likes anybody; and he doesn't bnck about it either. I 
bet you what you like he paid little Herbert a premtum 
to take young William Sheard into the office and teach 
him his job." 

"Do yon think he did? I don't believe Mr. Sheard 
would have allowed that He's very independent." 

" He wouldn't have known anything about it He 
wouldn't know it was usual. He'd think that as it was 
Brown's office he had a right to put yoong William 
into it." 

"He would, wouldn't he?" 

" It wouldn't be usual. Fuller has to teach him his 
work. He'd have a right to a premium. Young William's 
doing very well. Did you ever see such a change in a 
fellow? It's JDSt vhat he's suited for." 

"An the Sheards are good workers. Isn't it funny, 
Douglas, what a success Uiey've been? I wish Mr. Comp- 
toD would gome and pay us a visit, and see how it has 
tamed out." 

" I shall write to him directly it's fixed up between 
Frank Clinton and little Anne." 

" If it ever is fixed up. Mr. Clinton won't hear of it at 
present, and he's an obstinate old gentleman." 

"Oh, he won't hold ont when they show th^'re In 
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earnest. There's notbing against the child. Frank doesn't 
want to marry her family." 

"I like her family; they're so straight abont things. 
They never try to disguise the fact that the Clintons are . 
higher up in the world than they are, or blame Mr. Clinton 
for objecting." 

" They allow Anne to consider herself engaged to Frank, 
thongh." 

"Well, I rather like that, too. Mrs. Sheard t6ld me 
how they fdt about it They think Anne is quite good 
enough for him, and they are not going to take a hmnble 
line about that. But they won't let her marry him tiU 
the Clintons think so too; and say so. And Mrs. Sbeard 
believes in long engagements, and thinks Anne is too 
yoong to marry yet, anyhow. The idea is that tfa^ are 
to have a year's probation. So it really doesn't work ont 
badly. Mr. Clinton ought to get used to the idea before 
the year is up. The rest of them are on Frank's side, 
and I expect they'll work it between them." 

" I know Lady Inverell is. It was rather nice of faer 
to go over and see the Sheards. But I doubt whether 
Dick Clinton is, and he has a good deal to say to things 
over at Kencote." 

" Mrs. Dick has a great deal more to say, in the long 
run. She's rather amusing about it She says that she 
thought she had got to the bottom of all British prejudices, 
but this beats her altogether." 

" Well, I can't see that it's so unreasonable as that. 
Anne is a charming little creature, of course; any man 
might be proud to have her as his wife." 

"That's just what Mrs. Dick says." 

" But the Sheards — in a way — well, yoa know what I 
mean." 

" Of conrse I do. You're British. So am I, I sappose. 
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Bat I do see a little what noiueiue it all is ; and of coiir§e 



The morning post, brought in at that moment, closed 
the conversation for the time being. There was a letter 
for Douglas, directed in a large firm hand, which he 
opened firat. 

" Good business I " be ezclsimed, when he had read the 
few lines it contained. 

Beatrir lo4^ed tip from her own reading to see his 
face radiant with Battsfactifm. 

" Dear old girl ! " he said. " Our fortune's made. 
Armitage Brown has put it throng I'm to go up and 
see him as soon as possible. Ill go to-day. I can catch 
the eleven o'clock train." 

"What does he say?" asked Beatrix. 

He glanced at the letter, hesitated a moment and then 
handed it across the table to her. 

"Dkab IvmiB," it ran, 

" I have secured the concession and arranged for 
the consolidation of all the properties. I nnderstood you 
to say that yoa wished to take np shares in the prelim- 
inary Syndicate to the extent of £SO,000. If you still wish 
this I shall want a cheque from you within a week from 
to-day, but I should like to know your decision at once, as 
there are others anxious to come in. Before deciding yon 
bad better come up here to have fnll details. 
" Yours truly, 

" Arhitaox Brown." 

" Oh, but Douglas ! Surely yon are not going to risk 
twenty thousand pounds! Why, it is more than half 
that we have." 

He had known that the protest would come, bat felt 

D,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



408 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

irritation at it none the less, which, however, he succeeded 
in keeping under. 

" My dear girl, I don't know all the details of the 
business, but I know enoogh to say that it's an absolute 
certainty. It is one of the biggest things Armitage Brown 
has ever taken in hand; and as far as his work is coa- 
cerned he has finished it. What it comes to is that he 
has bought something that he can sell again for anything 
up to ten times its value." 

" But you can't possibly be certain of that, Douglas ! " 

She was greatly distressed. She had had no idea that 
he had been meaning to risk a very large sum of money 
in what looked to her like nothing but speculation, and 
said so, while he felt more and more impatient with her, 
but still carefully refrained from showing it. 

" Well, dear," he said, " I suppose it's natnral that yoa 
should think of it like that. And if I were to put in thia 
money, or any money, into the company that will be formed 
when these preliminaries are put through, it woidd be a 
speculation, though a good one, I believe. But this really 
isn't. What do you think Armitage Brown is putting in 
himself?" 

" Oh, 1 don't know. Bat " 

"Half a million. Five hundred thousand pounds; and 
he's the cleverest financier in London, perhaps in the 
world. Honestly, Bee, it's a real kindness on his part to 
let me go in with him at this stage. He wasn't a bit 
keen that I should. Good heavens ! why, there are people 
tumbling over one another to get the chance that he's 
giving me. He only did it because he thon^t he owed 
me a good tnm for looking after things here. I said I 
wouldn't take a salary from him, but he could put me in 
the next big thing he took up." 

" Why didn't he want yon to go in with him? " 
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" He said be didn't like to mix up tnuineas with frieod- 
ship." 

" Then be most bave thonj^t tbere was Bome risk." 

" I'll tell you exactly what be said. I don't want to hide 
anytfaiag from you, my dear, and I suppose it'a natural 
tliat yoo should think one risks money when one inrests 
a great lump of it at once." 

" Let's talk about it in the garden," she said. " I most 
just go up to the children, bot I'll come down again in a 
quarter of an hour." 

He saw that he should have to ctmvince her fully, if he 
were to be able to go up to London later on with a clear 
mind. He thought over bow he could put it very carefully, 
for be was absolutely conrinced himself. 

What Armitoge Brown had said to him in answer to 
the request he bad mentioned was: " I don't usually do 
that sort of thing, because if I want money for anything 
now I can always get it without any difficulty, and if any 
thing goes wrong afterwards I'm not bothered by thinking 
I've let in my friends. Bnt I have something coming on 
that seems to me to hare practically no risk whatever if 
I can get it up to a certain point, and if you like to chance 
a thousand or so 111 make an excepHan for once, as you 
have been very good about lots of things down here." 

There had followed certain explanations, bnt actually 
until this very day Douglas had never been told more than 
that it was a question of securing a concession from a 
foreign power, and buying up scattered properties of great 
value, for which a large sum of money would be required, 
bnt which could be pot on to the ma^et for an enormously 
large sum. He was given to understand that the difficulties 
lay in the securing of the concession, and in getting all the 
properties together. When this had been done practically 
everything would have been done. There would be some 
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technical work to do wfaicli Yonld take a few mootlu, and 
tben the memberfl of the original Syndicate would receive 
their enonnoaa profits. Bradgate knew a little more, bnt 
Bradgate was forbidden to open his month abont what be 
knew, even to Donglas. All that he had been able to tell 
him daring his risits to London was that details were being 
gradually overcome, and their talk had been chiefly of the 
companies that were to be formed later, and the profits that 
were likely to be made by the members of the Syndicate. 

Dovgias felt that this wanted a gieat deal of explain- 
ing, and he realised, as he thought it all over, that Brad- 
gate, his particular friend, had been rather adroit with him, 
in keeping back so much, while being so ready to talk. 
At the same time he had never said anything to dissoade 
Douglas from taking his chance, and be had always advised 
him about his business affairs, and done well for him. That 
would be a point Beatrix knew how careful old Bill was. 

When Douglas had mentioned the sum that he wanted 
to use, Armitage Brown had demurred to it. It was then 
that he hod let out what interest he was prepared to take 
himself. " I wouldn't risk a sum like that," he had aaid, 
" unless I was pretty certain of getting it bai^, with a good 
deal more besides. Bat if I were to lose even as large at 
Btao as that it wonldo't make a poor man of me, and I 
shonld make it up later. I don't want to pry into yonr 
affairs, hut can yon say the same of what you want to risk? 
For I'm not going to say there's no risk in any business 
proposition, though I shouldn't let you go into this one at 
all if I conld see any." 

That had been enough for Douglas and he bad given 
the required assurance ; but this was a point in the conver- 
sation that he did not propose to tell Beatrix. It would 
give her a wrong impression. Armitage Brown had, of 
course, felt obliged to give him a conventional warning. 
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Tbst it was merely conventiotial was proved hy the way 
he had taken Douglas's reply. " Very well," he had said 
indifferently. " Nobody else will come in under twenty 
thousand. It will make it easier. I should have let yon 
have some of my own shares if yoa bad only wanted a thou- 
sand or so, as I thought, and I don't particularly want to 
part with any of them." Beatrix could be told that. She 
wonld only miannderitand the preliminary warning. 

It practically rested entirely upon Armitage Brown's 
honesty, and really there couldn't be any question of that. 
It didn't even rest on his capacity, because if he did not 
succeed in bringing off his coup, no money would pass. He 
was bearing all the preliminary expenses, which would be 
by no means light, himself. Surely Beatrix would admit 
that Armitage Brown was abaolately to be tmsted. 

She did admit it But Douglas, after all, did not feel 
that he was justified in holding back from her that word 
of warning, and natmrally that loomed larger than anything 
with her. 

She cried — amongst her roses. " We've been so happy 
here," she said, " and yoa have stud again and again that 
nobody coald want more than we have, Douglas. Why risk 
it all, even in the slightest degree? " 

It appeared that he had only said that nobody could want 
more than they had when there seemed to be no chance 
of getting any more. There were lots of things that they 
could spend a great deal more money on, if they had it — 
a house in town, for one thing; a country house, not perhaps 
larger than Little Kemsale, but belonging to them instead 
of rented, with land going with it; perliaps a villa in the 
sooth of France, or a moor in Scotland — oh, lota of things! 
Not worth risking Little Eemsale for, of course ; " but on 
anything you like to swear me by, Bee, I'm not risking 
anything. It really is so, if you could only see it" 
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She gave way at last. He promised to ask Bradgate 
fairly and squarely if be thought he waa justified in risking 
BO large a part of bis capital. If Bradgate said no, he was 
to cot down his risk to five thousand pounds; thej haggled 
about the precise suoa for some time, but Douglas said that 
it was absurd to make a mere word of Bill's outweigh all 
his own conTictions. 

What Bradgate did say, when the question was put to 
him, not quite in the form suggested by Beatrix, was: " I'm 
not going to take any responsibility for it, Duggy. As far 
as one can humanly see, the risk isn't there. The thing 
is done when tbe papers are signed and the money is paid 
over. All we have to do then is to sell to the public, and 
that there'll be no difficulty about whatever. At tbe same 
time, I'm with oar friend Armitage. I don't personally put 
more money into anything than I can afford to lose." 

" But you're patting a lot more into this than you want 
to lose." 

" If I did lose it, it would give me a nasty knock, and 
we should have to lie low for some time, the missus and I. 
But we should have enough left, and I should make it up 
again. You wouldn't have enough left, and you cooldn't 
make it up." 

His last words were: " I'm not going to advise you to 
do it, hecause if you did lose your money, I should feel 
I'd been partly responsible. And I'm not going to advise 
you not to do it, because if it comes off, as I believe it will, 
you'd never forgive me. You most make up your own 
mind." 

So Douglas made up his mind, and instructed Bradgate 
to sell out securities to Uie extent of twenty thousand pounds. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII 

THE END OF A DBEAU 

Altrid was closeted with bis father in Armitage Brown's 
business room at Eemssle. It was mid-Jnly, bat the rain 
was pouring down outside, and there was no relief to the 
spirit anywhere: certainly none in the room itself, which had 
taken on more than ever the appearance of an otEce. 

Nor was there any in the hard bearing of the millionaire, 
who bad not seen his son for six or seven months until 
the evening before, and was now delivering to him an 
ultimatam. 

" My patience is at an end," he was saying. " You've 
had yoor fling, and now you've got to settle down to do 
what I tell you. I'm very disappointed with you. When 
we talked it all over last year I put it to yon in such a way 
that I thought you would take np your life here so that we 
might have more in common than we've had before. I 
thought yon were ready to do that, partly out of affection 
to me, partly because you'd come to see what a good thing 
I was offering yon. But all yon do is to rush away from 
the place without a word, and stay away for seven months. 
I don't know how much longer you'd have stayed away if I 
ladn't insisted upon your coming home. I'm not going to 
}ut up with that treatment any longer." 

" Oh. well, father, yon know why I cleared out. I really 
wouldn't piit up with living in the same place as that fellow, 
after what bad happened." 

" If you mean Lord Meadshire, that had nothing to do 

with yon at all. I was quite prepared to deal with him, 

418 
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and did so. Besides, he went away himself within m week, 
and hasn't been back since. You're talking nonsense. We 
got on very weU here when we firs^ came, and there was 
definite hostility between him and us for some time. I don't 
want to have anything more to do with him, but I'm certainly 
not going to let him drive as out of the place. But I'm 
not going to argue about it. I've treated you as a man of 
sense, and that treatment has failed. You haven't shown 
sense or doty or affection or anything else that yon ou^t 
to have shown. You've just gone off and amoscd yourself, 
on money I've supplied you with. Now yon have to do what 
I tell you," 

Alfred's father had not spoken to him like this since his 
boyhood, and very seldom then. He did not like it, bat 
felt no resentment against, him, nor any sense of fear. He 
did feel, however, in spite of his twenty-six years, that he 
would have to do what he was told. 

" Well, I'm sorry you're not pleased with me," he said. 
" But I haven't really lost sight of all yon said last year. 
I've been thinking about it ever since. Can't you take my 
absence as a last good long holiday before I have to settle 
down to the serious business of life? " 

Armitage Brown was rather taken aback by the free 
amiability of this speech. His annoyance against his son 
had been growing ever since his absence bad begun to 
lengthen itself beyond all reasonable limits. He had niade 
np his mind to have no more nmsense, and was ready to 
deal with Alfred as he had occasionally dealt with an nnsat- 
Isfactory subordinate, shortly and sharply. After a time, if 
he behaved well, he would take him into favour again, bat 
at first he wonid be kept strictly np to the collar. 

But' subordinates under rebuke had not been wont to 
treat matters in this way, and he did not quite know how 
to take it. Also he waa fond of his son, and already softened 
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by the news that he had not simply ignored all that had 
been said to him. 

" I can't understand yon," he said. " I don't believe 
there's another young fellow in England who woald want 
to ran away from what I'm offering yon. One of tiie 
finest honses in the coantry, with everything in and about 
it to amuse yourself with, in a healthy sort of way, oppor- 
tunities for seeing all the friends yon want here, plenty 
of nice people all round you, a fine estate — and all you're 
asked to do is to spend the greater part of your time here 
and look after it all." 

" Oh, I know, father. I Bnppose I am a bit of a freak. 
It's not my line in life, but I suppose I ean make it so, If 
I take pains about it. What is it you want me to do 
exactly? " 

Armitage Brown stiffened himself. He had laid down 
in his mind a course for his son to pursoe. That should 
be kept to, for a time at any rate. Concessions might be 
made Ister. " I want you, first of all, to go into the estate 
office for a year. I shall article you to Fnller in the ordinary 
way, and you'll work at it jost as if you were any other 
yoong man learning estate agency. You can take regular 
holidays — not more than three In the year, and not mare 
than six weeks in all." 

" AH right," said Alfred resignedly. " If I'm to do it at 
all, I may as well do it thoroughly. I suppose I shan't 
have to stick in the office all day, as I did in Lombard 
Street" 

" Youll have to do what Fuller tells yon. As yon have 
mentioned Lombard Street, I should like to say this. When 
you were in my office you did what yon were given to do, 
but you took no interest in it whatever. When yon left, 
you knew do more what all your work tended to than yon 
did when yon came. Yon didn't work intelligently. Now 
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yoa're four years older, and I hope yonll be ashamed 
to treat yoar work in that way. Yoa'll go there for a 
definite object, and you must keep that object before yon." 

"I'll try to. What is it?" 

"Are yoo trying to annoy me; or do yoa really mean 
that yon don't know what it is f " 

" I have my own ideas, but I should like to be aore 
of what yours are." 

" I've already told you. If you want it again, put into 
a few words, what you have to do is to fit yourself to run 
this place, as an enlightened landowner ooght to run his 
property. You have to take yoor place in this part of the 
country as tfae owner of Eemsale oaght to take it. Live 
like your oeighbors do, and, if you can, take to the same 
pursuits. I don't want you to hunt and shoot just for the 
sake of doing it, tf yon don't care about it, but because 
it will bring you into the right relations with them, and 
they're both healthy amusements that I expect you can take 
to with a good deal more pleasure than you pretend. The 
fact is, Alfred, yoa've been keeping np a pose, and you're 
old enough to drop it nov. You're not a great artist or a 
great anything; yon're just an ordinary young man, quite 
fitted to lead the life of other ordinary young men in yonr 
position. For goodness' sake drop your nonsense once for 
all and behave like the rest." 

" It's an awfnl outlook," said Alfred. " But 111 do 
my best." 

"Get Irving to teach you what he can about game-pre- 
serving, and managing the shooting. I shall expect yon to 
take that over next season. It's absurd to pay all the 
money I do to preserve game and hand it over to somebody 
else. I might just as well let it; but of course I'm not 
going to do that. Shooting parties are a very good way of 
getting people together in the country. I enjoy them myself. 
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thoQgh I don't shoot. I didn't mean to say anything about 
my part in the whole basinesa, Alfred, as I've said it 
already, but it does seem to me that yon might do something 
of yonr own free will to make this place an attraction and a 
recreation to me. I work very hard; I'm too old now to 
do withoat my work, and give myself np to an easy life 
down here. I haven't fitted myself for it But I could 
enjoy the place if yon woald only do your part io con- 
nection with it." 

" Oh, I'm going to, father. I've made up my mind about 
it. I'm going to begin a new life altogether." 

"Well, I hope yon really mean it. I think the life 
will be pleasant enongfa for yon, and yon'll come to enjoy 
it. Yon ought to. If yon do yonr dnty by me and by 
the place, I hope to have a good many years yet in which 
to enjoy it myself. I ahonld like to see you married before 
very long. There's no bnrry for that, bnt " 

" Well, if I'm going to settle down here for life, and 
become the right sort of country squire, I think the sooner 
I get married the better." 

His father stared at him. " Do you mean that there is 
some one you want to marry? " he asked. 

" I've been thinking about it ever since I was here last, 
I shouldn't have said anything to yon about it before trying 
my lack, bnt for what happened with Meadahire Ud 
Katie. But if you approve I'm going to ask Grace Ettien to 
marry me. 

" Grace Ettien ! " Armltage Brown looked tbnnderstruck. 
" What on earth are yon talldng about? Are yon trying 
to play with me?" 

" No, I mean it. There's no contact in my mind with 
Eemsole — at least as regards the life you want me to take 
up here — except through her. Otherwise, it's just a great 
overgrown place in which we spend a vast amount of money 
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and get very little in return ; almost nothing that I care 
about. It's jnst a heavy harden. But ever since I first came 
here, I've felt that there was another side to it, and it has 
always been represented to me by her. If she'll marry me, I 
can go into it all with some chance of settling down to it 
happily, and taking the sort of place yon want me to take 
here. If I've got to do it all off my own bat, well, I'll do 
my best, hat I shall never feel that I'm in my ri^t 
place." 

Armitage Brown was simply bewildered by this. "Are 
yoD in love with Lady Grace? " he a^ked. 

" I like her better than any woman I know. I ahonld 
be very glad if she said she'd marry~me. It wonld make 
all the difference to me, settling down here for good." 

" She's years older than yon are." 

" Five years older. That's nothing." 

" Have yon any idea as to whether sbe " 

" As to whether she'd have me t No, I shonld think it's 
qnjte likely that she wouldn't. But I should like to 
ask her." 

" It's a new idea to me altogether," said his father, after 
a pussled pause. " I can't understand what you're really 
thinking about. Of course, she's a very charming woman, 
different altogether from her brother. There might be diffi- 
culty there, though, if you're really serious about this. But 
somehow I can't think you are, Alfred. I wish you'd tell 
me what's in yonr mind about it. It isn't a subject to treat 
lightly." 

" I've tried to tell you what's in my mind, father, as 
far as I know myself. I've thought about it erer since 
I went away from here after Christmas. I had a talk with 
her, just before that; it was on the same afternoon that 
Meadshire spoke to Katie. She understands all about Kan- 
sale, and what's wanted here; she's part of it — has been 
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all her life. Witb her as my wife, I could do exactly what 
yoa want me to do, and take a pride and pleasure in it" 

Armitage Brown sat at his desk looking down upon his 
blotting paper, still with the same puisled frown upon his 
face. " Well) it isn't for me to settle," he said. " If you're 
in earnest about it, I sbab't say no. It seems to me odd. 
It wouldn't be at all tbe sort of marriage I had thought of 
for you. But J don't know that it would be any the worse 
for that. You'd better think it over very carefully before 
you do anything. She seems much more than five years 
older than you. You don't seem to be in love with her, by 
the way you talk, and it's a dangerous thing for a young 
man to marry a woman he isn't actually in love with. Still, 
you're old enough to know what you want now. If you do 
want this, and Lady Grace wants it too, I shan't stand in 
your way. That's all I can say at present Except that 
I won't have her brother in this house. He's done a cruel 
thing upsetting poor little Katie. She pretends to have got 
over it, but it's plain to see that she hasn't I wish I'd had 
my eyes open to what was going on. When yon do see Lady 
Grace, I wish you would talk to her about that I should 
like to get to the bottom of it" 

Alfred went to the Herons' Nest that afternoon. He was 
in a curious exalted mood as he walked there. He bad 
not answered his father's chaUenge as to whether he was 
in love with Grace. His feelings towards her had small 
resemblance to the feelings that he had once or twice in 
his life experienced towards certain attractive young damsels 
with whom he had been thrown in contact ; but he regarded 
it as all the more likely to be the real thing on that account 
For it was touched with emotion. She did stand for some- 
thing that was desirable to him — a onity of life, and a 
purpose, which he seemed incapable of realising by himself. 
He was convinced that, with her, tbe life that his father 
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desired him to live at Kemsale would aatiif j him, and satisfy 
him in a vay that his present life had ceased to do. Her 
companionship wonld be sweet to him ; they wonld have very 
much in common; he would be proud of her as his life; 
their days wonld pass in a quiet happiness that seemed to 
him to promise just that permanence and security that 
married life ought to hold. Since he had seen her last 
be had thought of her constantly, and wished to see ber 

And yet, when he found himself in ber presence, be was 
conscious, not of elation, but of a feeling more like cow- 
ardice. 

She looked pale and sad, and bardly smiled as she greeted 
him. When be had told her that he had come down to 
Eemsale the evening before, she asked at once whether 
Katie was there, and he said that she bad come down 
with her mother on the day before he bad. 

" She hasn't been to see me," she said. " Isn't she 
coming? " 

The question put him to constraint Katie had not 
mentioned Grace's name to him for months past. She bad 
wrapped herself in complete silence about what had hap- 
pened to her. It was understood that it was not to be 
touched upon between them. He had no idea of how she 
stood towards Grace, or indeed of how she stood towards 
Grace's brother, who bad asked for her in marriage. 

Grace did not press him for an answer, when she saw 
that he hesitated. " I suppose you know," she said quietly, 
" that my brother went away directly after yoor father 
treated bim bo badly, and bas not been here since." 

It was like toking a pinnge into very cold water. He 
had never thought for a moment that sbe wonld speak 
of tbis at all, still less she would speak of it in that way. 

" I heard that he had gone away," he said awkwardly; 
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and then more gently: " Bat I don't think my father be- 
haved badly towards him." 

" If he had known what h^ was doing," she said, as if 
she had not heard him, " I think he would not h&ve 
behaved as he did. Poor Kern was getting over his troubles. 
For a year, with one short lapse, he had been a new man 
altogether. Katie had very mnch to do with it With her 
he would have conquered his old self altogether; I feel 
sure of it. So did she, the dear girl, when she promised 
to marry him. He was full of gratitude and affection for 
her. He was strong and resolute, and happy in a way t 
have never seen him before. Humble too, about himself, 
but with the right kind of humility. Oh, it was a wicked 
thing to treat him as yonr father did. He pushed him 
over the brink — pushed him to his ruin. It is all over 
with him now. I've lost my brother. I shall never have 
him with me whole and sane again." 

She burst into tears. It was as if she had been saving 
herself until she could bring her indictment, and not till 
now bad lost control over herself. 

Alfred felt horribly uncomfortable. The feelings to- 
wards her which he had nnrtnred for so long crumpled 
up and disappeared. He was not touched to sympathy 
or tenderness by her tears, as he would have been if his 
sentiment for her had been based upon a genuine love, of 
whatever quality. He was simply distressed at finding 
himself plunged into a scene with a woman. And he was 
against her in what she had said, and was bound to combat 
it But, of course, he would do so gently, so as not to dis- 
turb her still further. 

" None of us thought that it would be a suitable mar- 
riage," he said ; " and my father felt strongly that, under 
all the circumstances, Meadshire ought not to have made 
love to Katie before asking for permission." 
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" Made lore to her ! " she echoed. " Oh, how yon niis- 
anderstand everything! Qear Katie didn't misnnderstaiid 
it, She knew everything that ahe was doing, and would 
have been happy in doing it, for the rest of her life. Is 
she happy now? Will you tell me that? " 

" No, she isn't," he said, with the risings of indignation 
in him, but keeping a level voice. " It has upset her 
altogether. She is s different creature. If she weren't so 
young, I should say that it had spoilt her life for her. 
If yoa can see our side of the question at all, I thinb 
you ODght to be aUe to forgive my father for anything 
harsh he may have said over what brought tljat upon ns." 

" And I suppose his view, and your view, is that my 
brother so worked upon her that she hardly knew what 
she was doing; and that it was a righteous act to save 
her from his clutches, for which she would be grateful 
to yoa when she came to her senses." 

It was exactly what they had thought, bnt he did not 
feel inclined to acknowledge it in face of the contemptuoQS 
tone in which she spoke. He was feeling more and more 
uncomfortable in her presence, and even hostile towards 
her. He had never thought of her as possessing the qual- 
ities which she was showing now. She was gentle and 
sweet and quiet, and would always be so, under whatever 
provocation, he had thought. But this was not the woman 
whose image he had cherished in a comer of his heart. 

"Does it look like that now?" she went on. "Is she 
grateful to you? Has she acknowledged that she made a 
great mistake? If a girl is saved from the sort of man 
yon. Ihink my brother is, would yon expect to say of her 
six months later that it has seemed to have spoilt her 
life?" 

A glimmering of doubt came to him. He was so con- 
stituted tiiat the other side of a question was bound to 
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have weight with him. But hitherto he had thoaght that 
there was no other side to this question. 

But aa he was gathering his thoughts together to reply 
to her, his ordeal came suddenly to an end. " I won't talk 
about it any more," she said, in a quieter voice. " She 
might have saved him; she would have saved him; and 
he would have made her happy. Nov it is too late. When 
I see Katie, as I hope I shall soon — tell her that I want ' 
to see her — I will do what I can to help her out of her 
trouble. We shall be sisters, always, she and I. And as 
we all hare to lire our lirea here, close together, I hope 
we shall none of us feel emm^ towards one another. I 
shall never talk of this again to you; nor to your father 
when I see him." 

This was once more the Grace whom he knew, and some- 
thing of sweetness and serenity had returned to her face 
as she spoke. 

" If we are nerer going to speak of it again," he a&id, 
" I wish you would tell me why you look upon it so 
differently from what we do — from what, I think one might 
say, nearly ererybody would be likely to." 

" I think I will say no more about it," she said, after 
a pause. " It is over and done with. If your father 
were to withdraw his opposition, it would make no differ- 
ence now. But yes, I wlU just say one thing, which you 
may think over, if you like. You talked of my brother 
making love to Katie. Yon must believe me when I tell 
you that he had never done that. There are many kinds 
of love, and the love that there was between tbem was of 
the highest kind, short of the love one owes to God. It 
would have healed him, and it would have given her a 
very noble kind of happiness and satisfaction in life. Yon 
know, women don't demand that life shall be made easy 
for them, as men do. They can find the best that is in 
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tiiein through sacrifice. I hope that dear little Katie wiU 
get her bappincsa back in time, and that she will marry and 
have children to spend herself on. Bat she was readj to 
rise to great heights. Whatever she does she will tread a 
lower path now." 

He was chilled hy this. He did not think tliat his 
sister would have risen to great heights in marrying a 
drunkard and a waster, even if she shoold succeed in 
making him drink and waste less, or not at all. He had 
his facile perceptions, and an idealism that had its prac- 
tical results on his own conduct, but they did not lead him 
to look upon self-sacrifice as anything hot a means to an 
end, and the end here seemed worth so little. 

They sat for a time in silence, and then talked of other 
things. He told Grace that the fiat had gone forth that 
he should settle down at Kemsale, and torn himself into 
as near an approach as he could to the average country 
gentleman. He was rather amusing about himself, and 
she was able to treat the subject lightly, though not with- 
out some effort. They parted half an hour later, quite good 
friends. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV 

THE WAB 

The month of Jul; wore itself out. To most of those 
with whom we have had to do it was a time of waiting, 
with expectation for some, bnt for others no lightening 
of the atmosphercj which contained many elements of dis- 
comfort 

Armitage Brown's long period of work was done. The 
Anglo-Moravian Syndicate was in being, and the conse- 
quent public companies were in process of formation, with 
erery indicstion of a most successful launching when the 
time should come. But their broad details had long since 
been settled. The actual work io connection with them 
was being done by smaller men. He could now stand aside, 
and connt upon taking his enormous profits. 

He was conscious of no elaticm. The profits would be 
of no advantage to him, except to use for further efforts, 
each one of which must be bigger than tbe last, if he were 
to employ his millions, and gain satisfaction from employ- 
ing them. His life would be changed by tfaem in no smallest 
particular. There was nothing that they could give him 
that he wanted, or could not have had before. It was 
some satisfaction to have put through a big thing like this. 
Bnt against that was the drop that came from losing the 
consuming interest that had held him for the last six months. 
He had worked as hard as if his whole income depended 
upon it, and was ready for a short rest; but he knew that 
the rest would soon become irksome to him. Even the 
Interests of Kemsale would not bold him for more than a 
few weeks. 
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Mrs. Brown knew now that sbe disliked Kemsale. Tfae 
life that she lived there had no salt for her; there was 
no progression in it She saw that other gifts than hers 
were wanted for pla7ing a leading part in the country, 
even with Ketnsale at her back. She had resigned herself 
to treating it as a hoose of rest, conserving her energies 
for London and the Riviera. But its nnvieldliness and the 
sense that it was being wasted, with only a few of its 
great range of rooms occupied, made it ait like a burden 
upon her. It was a humiliation to her to feel that she 
was incapable of using any house, however splendid, ap to 
its full capacity. There was some consolation in Alfred's 
having taken np bis work in connection with it. Throng 
him Kemsale might come, in time, to be considered again 
one of the social centres of Meadshire. But Alfred was 
moody and depressed. He had his regular work, and did 
it, but he seemed to be more at a loose end than before. 
She doubted whether he would ever come to take a real 
pride in his position, or in a future that might foe so fall 
of dignity and honour, if only he would use his oppor- 
tunities. She saw that he had just tbe qualities that she 
herself lacked, to make himself prominent in country society, 
if he cared to use them. He made friends easily ; he could 
attract anybody to him with what he had to offer them, and 
treat them on a basis of hospitality that was beyond her 
powers altogether. She was ill at ease about him, but could 
only wait and see how his new and enforced attachment 
to Kemsale would turn out, hoping for the best, but suffer- 
ing many hours of uneasiness and boredom in the mean- 
time. 

Towards Katie her feelings were those of impatient dis- 
approval. Her husband had forbidden her to talk to the 
girl of what had happened in the wintor. He had dealt 
vith it himself. Katie was to be treated with affection 
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and helped to forget it. He was peremptory; nothing was 
to be said to her at all; it would do no good. So the girl 
and her mother bad drifted apart There had never been 
much confidence between them, and now there was none. If 
Mrs. Brown had loved her daughter, even as mncb as she 
loved her son, it would have been impossible for her to 
keep the silence that she was instructed to keep. But it 
suited her to do so. Except for some cariosity as to 
exactly what had happened, which she knew that Katie 
would not have satisfied in any case, she wanted to forget the 
disagreeable occurrence herself. It reflected no credit upon 
her to have bad her eyes closed to what her own daughter 
might be subjected to, especially as she had been warned of 
it; and her husband had blamed her for not looking after 
Katie, and had said things that she also wanted to forget. 

But Katie made it difficult for her to forget anything. 
She was obviously trying her best to be exactly what she 
had been before, and outsiders might have seen no differ- 
enee in her. But those of her family, conld not help noticing 
the change in her, try as she might to hide it. She had 
been a yonng light-hearted girl a year ago. Now she was 
a saddened serious woman; no effort of brightness could 
disguise it. She was a standing reproach to her mother, 
who could only wait for the time when she should recover 
from her disappointment, but in a constant state of won* 
der that she should have felt disappointment at all, and 
should take such an extraordinary time to get over it 

At Little Kemsale there was no increase of happiness 
over the coming fruition of Armitage Brown's great coup. 
Beatrix no longer expressed doubts as to the result, for 
Armitage Brown had said a word or two to her, at Doug- 
las's request, that had made her doubts seem unreasonable. 
The thing was practically done. The launching of the 
companies was a matter of a few weeks only, and then 
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tile members of the original Syndicate woald take their 
extremely handsome profits. She and Douglas would not 
be milUouaireB like Armitagc Brovn, but they would be 
rich. She never heard it talked about io any other way 
than as if they were rich already, but she felt at the 
bottom of her mind that she would never consider tbem- 
selves so until the money was actually in Douglas's bank. 

Douf^as was already talking of leaving Little Kemsale, 
which they had thought themselves so fortonate to find, 
and to which they had done so much to make it still more 
to their taste. His pleasure in it had departed. It had 
done splendidly for them as long as they could not aSoid 
something better, but it had many disadvantages, and 
now they would be able to look about for something very 
much nicer. His chief occupation at this time was to study 
hoase-agents' catalogues, but it did not save him from the 
weariness of waiting. The garden was at its ripest, but he 
took little interest in it, nor pleasure in the long summer days, 
but only wished that they would pass away more quickly. 

At Barton's Farm there were already beginning prepa- 
rations for Irene Fuller's wedding, which was to take place 
in November. She was to live at Points Manor, where 
there was plenty of room for the old couple and the yoong 
couple too. Mrs. Fuller had strongly objected to this ar- 
rangement. She had previously strongly objected to every 
other arrangement, important and unimportant, that bad been 
suggested, iuclnding the central one of Irene marrying John 
Davis ; and at last Mrs. Davis, who had been politeness and 
patience itself ever since her encounter with Mrs. Fuller 
at Kemsale, had once more expressed herself forcibly. 

She was In a position to make an ultimatum, and its 
terms were that Mrs. Fuller should henceforward behave 
herself and give no more trouble. " You're perfectly at 
liberty," said the quiet terrible old lady, " to go about 
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telling everybody that it'a a gieat comc-doTn for your 
daughter to marry my son. Nobody will believe you, but 
that's your affair. You please yourself and yon don't 
hurt us. But we are going to take Irene away from oil 
the lies and nonsense to which yon hare brOoght her np, 
and make a nice good useful woman of her; and we are 
going to do it in our own way. Thanks to you, she 
knows nothing about housekeeping, or anything that a coon- 
tryman's wife ought to know, and it will be a benefit to her 
to have me at her back, at least for some time to come. 
She's sensible enough to see it herself, or the suggestion 
would not have been made. Peacock about as a fine lady 
as much as yon like, but don't forget that I know all about 
yon, and can tell others what I know if I'm driven to IL" 

So Mrs. Fuller had capitulated, and was busy with 
Irene's trousseau, for which her husband bad produced 
a sum of money exceeding expectation. He had not told 
her where it came from. He was far more independent 
and authoritative in the matter of money than he had 
been at any time since their marriage. He bad a grip on 
his 'affairs at last, and intended to keep it. The fact 
was, that after nearly two years of the new ownership of 
Kemsale, he bad proved himself the right man in the rigbt 
place, and enjoyed the fullest confidence and liking of his 
employer, while she had overshot the mark, and had lost 
the confidence she had first enjoyed. Mrs. Brown's cold- 
ness towards her rankled deeply; she was by tnms con- 
temptuous and waspish about that lady, and her amiability 
in her own home was rather less than before. But its 
absence was less effective than before. Her husband had 
a great deal to occupy him outside, where everything. In- 
cluding the dairying scheme, now in full working order, 
was going so well ; and her daughter was looking forward 
to getting away from ber. Barton's Farm was not exactly 
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a happy home, but its onhappineaa recoiled chiefly upon her 
who created it 

HappinesB, indeed, vas not the note of Eenuale at this 
time. Even little Anne Sheard, living in the ^amour of 
her first love, was beginning to feel that the delay in ber 
recDgnition meant something more serious than the year's 
probation which it was represented to be. And yet Dfme 
of all the company of neighboors, except Grace, who 
mourned for the downfall of her hopes, and Katie, who 
was slowly recovering from a shock, had anything serious 
to complain of in the complications that toached their 
lives. Those complications came from sheer artificiality. 
A breath from the real world of struggle and passion 
might have been expected to blow them all away. 

And the breath came. 

There were rumours of war. Almost before those who 
were not particularly interested in foreign politics had 
gained an idea of what it was all about, there was war 
itself. Before they had become used to that sadden and 
snrprising fact, the net had dropped and caught them all. 
War for them meant fighting, and men to fight, this time, 
not reading about it in newaapers. It came home. 

The news that England would certainly go ui was sent 
to Kencote a few hours before it was known to the conntry 
at large by Dick Clinton, who always seemed to be able 
to get inside knowledge of anything that was going on. 
He had gone up to London on the first serious rumonr, 
and when he returned it was with a budget of news. He 
was to rejoin his old regiment, and it was believed that 
it would be one of the first to be sent to the front John 
Spence, Nancy's husband, was to rejoin too; he had rushed 
down from Yorkshire with the same eagerness as Dick. 
Both of them held themselves fortunate, at their age, not 
to be left oat of it. Young Inverell, serving a few yean 
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in the Household CaTalry, would abo, probably, be amongst 
the first to go. Dick bad seen Walter in London. He had 
already volunteered for Bed Cross work. Dick had been 
able to pull strings at the War Office; he would certainly 
be accepted for work at the front. 

This was his news, as it affected the immediate Clinton 
family, with much more as to what was going on behind 
the si!enes to give it point Including Frank, serving in 
tbe Navy, it accounted for all the sons and sons-in-law, 
except Hmnphrey and Jim Graham. Both of them had 
held commissions as yonng men in the Meadshire Yeomanry. 
Within a week Jim Graham bad fonnd his way back to 
tbem, and a cablegram had been received from Humphrey 
announcing that he had secured a commission in the Austra- 
lian Expeditionary Force. 

The Sipire's first state was one of bewilderment. Eng- 
land waa being hurried into a catastrophe on do clear 
grounds that anybody could take bold of. Why should 
we go to war for tbe sake of Serriaf His opinion of 
Servia, which changed completely at a later date, may be 
suppressed. He suspected the Radicals of muddling the 
affair, but this suspicion was balanced l^ the fear diat 
they might keep a dishonourable peace. He had no par- 
ticular opinion of tbe Germans; they were a beer-swilling, 
sansage-cating nation, who committed numerous absurdities, 
such, for instance, as crying " Hoch," when an Englishman, 
if he cried anything, would cry " Hurrah ! " But, on the 
other hand, he had no particular opinion of the French; he 
had lately seen some of them in the hunting-field; and they 
ate frogs. 

He came to anchor on the invasion of Belgium, and 
read the fuU reports of speeches by Badical ministers, 
which he had never done before, preferring to take them 
for granted as a pack of nonsense. He admitted that they 
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read well. He had never denied that the Radical miniaters 
were clever fellows^ — tbe trouble with them had been that 
they were too clever by half; and now that they saw 
their doty plainly he hoped that they would do it. Tbej 
seemed to be doing it, so far, and be for one wai quite 
ready to let bygones be bygones, and aopport them freely. 
We moat give tbe Germans a lesson that tbey wouldn't 
forget in a hurry. We must teach tbem this and that, and 
the sooner we did it and got it over the better. 

Bat underneath all his confidence in England's being 
able to do quickly what was necessary — aided, of coorse, 
by France and Russia — there grew npon him in those 
early hurried days of preparation a blank feeling of dread 
■t the payment to be demanded fr<»n those who by inherited 
tradition would have the doing of it. Dick bad served 
in the South African War, and had come through it nn- 
MBthed, with a D.S.O. to his credit. There had been 
long months of anxiety, but they had never darkened to 
fear. The chances had been that one out of so many woold 
escape. What were the chances of seven escaping, in what 
was soon seen to be a far more serious matter? He put the 
fear from him, and was upheld by the pride of knowing 
that all the younger men of his family and those connected 
with it had answered at once to their country's call, as he 
would have answered himself in the good days that were 
behind him. But he knew that there were dark times 
coming to him and the women who would be left behind, 
when once the days of preparation were over, and thej 
should be left alone to wait, and perhaps to weep. 

Dick brought the reality close home to him when he told 
him that he ought to give way at once in the matter of 
Frank's marriage. 

" I've had a letter from him this morning," Dick said. 
" He can't say where he'll be sent, of course, and tfaere's 
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no such thing as leave now. But he may possibly get 
a few days later on, if his ship is anywhere about — that 
looks- as if be were going to be kept in home waters — 
and he wants to have everything prepared for a quiet wed- 
ding at a few days' notice." 

" A wedding! " exclaimed the Squire, much startled, and 
inclined to be offended. " That's going ahead with a ren- 
geance. I told him definitely I wouldn't hear of bis marry- 
ing this girl. It isn't a suitable marriage for him. Yon 
said so yourself." 

" I didn't altogether like it I don't think it is particu- 
larly suitable. But, after all, he's made np his mind; he's 
quite old enough to do it; and she's a nice girl enough." 

" She's a mere child with a pretty face. And her people 
are not the sort that a son of mine ought to marry amongst.. 
Why shonld you want me to change round now all of a 
sudden and give way? " 

" Oh, because that sort of reason loses its weight at a 
time tike this. He won't be marrying her people, and we 
needn't see more of them than we want ta Anyhow, I 
don't think they'll do us much harm. Her father is a 
good enough sort of fellow, and he's behaved well about it" 

" I don't think he's behaved particularly weU. He has 
allowed Frank to consider himself engaged to the girl 
against my wishes." 

" He's said he won't let him marry her till yon give your 
consent. That's straight enough. Look here, father, I 
don't want to rake np bygones, bnt yon took jnst the 
same line about me and Virginia, and yon know what very 
nearly happened. What did happen has made this differ- 
ence, that I'm going out with the re|^ment as a capta<p' 
instead of in command of it" 

" I don't think you ought to bring all that ap, DIdc," 
said the Squire in a paioc.d voice. " I've not said I wcm't 
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give vaj, bnt yoa can bardl; expect me to go b&ck on the 
position I've taken ap in a few minntes. And yonr mar- 
riage and Frank's are very different things. Yon are vay 
eldest son, and " 

" Well, but my dear father," Dick intermpted with s 
langb, " that makes it all the easier to give way. It doesn't 
matter so moch whom Frank marries, aa the youngest of OS. 
What I meant by reminding you of my marriage was that 
there's very little time. We have heaps of other things 
to think of and settle ap in the next few days, and we 
don't want to keep this hanging over our beads as a qaes- 
tion to be worried about. We had quite enough of that in 
my case." 

" Well, I don't like the idea of this marriage, and I 
■ay so plainly; and I've seen the girl; it's quite different 
from Virginia's case. I mi^t give way if Frank had 
set his heart on it, and felt the same In a year or so's time. 
But when you talk of an immediate marriage — rushing into 
things like that — it doesn't seem to me reasonable. I don't 
understand why you press it." 

Dick stood up and lit a dgarette from a match-holder 
on the mantelpiece. Then he tamed round and looked 
down at his father, who sat at his big writing-table, half 
facing him. " This war is a very serious business," he said. 
" We're all going. I don't know how many of as will 
come back. If Frank doesn't " 

He broke off; the old man gave a stifled cry of pain. 
"You won't want him to be thinking bitterly — about any- 
thing," Dick said. 

There was a pause. " One of her brothers is a sailor," 
said Dick; " and another one — the boy who has come over 
here sometimes — is enlisting. That's two of them in the 
same box as the rest of us." 

" I don't aee what that has to do with it," said the Sqaire. 
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" It seems to me that it baa, in these days. We're all 
going to do something that matters more than anything 
ve've done before. Pec^le tike that are doing it as well 
as ns. We're not thinking mnch now of the little differ- 
ences between os. They don't seem to be of soch impor- 
tance as they did." 

" I think you're right, Didc," said the old man, slowly 
and painfolly. " After all, we're giving up a lot more 
than that. There's yon, and John Spence, and young 
Inverell. I wish to God all those rascally Germans were 
at the bottom of the sea. Well, I won't hold oat any 
longer. Yon do think she's a nice good girl, don't yon? 
Virginia likes her? " 

" Oh, yea. So does Joan. She and Ronald Inrerell went 
oyer to see her, yon know. If they can do with it, I think 
we can. They're reafly to treat her as a sister. So is 
Cicely. And mother would have had her here before this, 
if you hadn't objected." 

" I rather wish I hadn't objected," said the Sqniife. 
"Frank has always been a good boy, given no trouble 
aljont money or anything else, sod liked to codm home 
whenerer he could. I don't like to think of the boy going 
into danger, and thinking bitterly of his father, as yoa 
said. Perhaps I've treated bim s bit harshly over this." 

" I only said that because I wanted to bring it home 
to yon — what he might think if you stood out. All yoa 
have to do is to write to him and tell him that it's aU right. 
Youll make him happy, and the girl, and yourself, too. 
There's not too much happiness to look forward to just at 
present." 

The Squire sighed deeply. " I'll write to him," he said. 
" And I'll ask your mother to go over to Eemsale with me 
fa>-morrow. It isn't a time to hold up your head now, 
except over what you're doing to put things right." 
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THE OLD 18 SEtTEB. 

"Will, Mr. Brown, I bopc 70a have brooglit some good 
news. One wants it in tbese timcB." 

The Squire had been sitting in his room, with the Tmet 
on his knee, long after he had finished his first reading 
of it. His windows were open to the hot Angost air. He 
would go ont presently; there were many things to see to, 
now Dick had gone; but it was difiicolt to bestir one's self 
about ordinary duties when all the world was changed about 
one. 

Armitage Brown did not look as if he had bronght good 
news. His face was dark, and he did not smile as be 
accepted the Squire's greeting. 

" I thought I had better come and tell yon myself," 
he said. " Yon know we hare declared war on Austria 
at last. That puts our business off indefinitely, and most 
likely loses as our money for good." 

Some months before the Squire had asked him in bis 
bluff half-condescending way if he could make use of a 
couple of thousand pounds he had lying idle. He had 
been good enough to say that he didn't much care abont 
speculation, but with a famous financier living next door, 
so to speak, if he didn't try his lack now be never should. 
There were the two thousand pounds, if Mr. Brown conld 
do anything with them. If they were lost, he shouldn't 
grumble; if they were doubled, be should think very highly 
of the capacity of " you gentlemen in the City." 

It may be imagined that Armitage Brown was not accns- 
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tomed to be approftched with offers of this description, but 
its calm assurance caused him a grim amnsement, and he 
told the story afterwards to some of his business associates, 
with considerable success. He could hardly have explained 
why he allowed the Squire to take up two thaosand of the 
shares he had reserved for himself in the Syndicate. From 
his point of view it was pure benevolence, and yet it would 
not look at all like that to the Squire. But the aristocratic 
old country gentleman had touched his imagination in a 
curious way. He was inclined to admire his magnificent 
ignoring of all standards but his own. And in Meadshire 
there was no doubt which of them was the bigger man. 
Armitage Brown felt it no less than his neighbours, and 
did not mind feeling it His amusement at the request 
that had been made to him was directed partly against 
himself, for being actually rather flattered by it. And it 
would be gratifying to turn the Squire's two thousand 
pounds into five or six at least, and probably very much 
more, and so exhibit himself as able to do something that 
the Squire, for all his beliefs in himself, could not do. 

But aU those ideas were very far from his mind as 
be sped over to Kencote in his fast car. He was furious 
with himself. Never before hsd he allowed motives of 
friendship to inflnence him in matters of business, and 
now this affair, out of all the others in which he might 
have given hjs friends an interest, greatly to their benefit, 
must needs go wrong. Douglas Irving, his nearest neigh- 
bour, had virtually been ruined by it He was going back 
to his regiment, leaving his wife to move into a cottage 
and live on a few hundreds a year. That was what had 
come of doing him a good turn, though he had not known 
that the fool had put the greater part of his capital into 
his hands, or he would not have accepted it And this old 
Squire — he supposed he could afford the loss, but if he had 
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judged him aright, he ironld not take it qnietl;. He rather 
hoped he wouldn't. It was with the idea of reliering his 
mind that he was going over to Kencote to tell his news 
by word of mouth instead of writing it Irving had taken 
it well, had apparently seen clearly, what was quite true, 
that the factor which had come in to upset everything could 
not have been guarded against, and that Armitsge Brown 
was not in the least to blame. It had been a painful busi- 
ness, all the same, and he wanted to get the taste of it out 
of his mind. He might do that if the old Sqnire gave him 
the opportunity of stating — with some indignation — exactly 
how each of them stood in the matter. 

As for his own loss, it disturbed him greatly. It was 
the first serious set-back he had ever had. THb' loss of 
the great sum of money, and the dislocation of the monef 
market which would occasion him the loss of much more, 
appeared to faim in the light of a disaster, and he bad 
not yet begun to recover from it. It was of no use at 
present reminding himself of the fact that whatever hap- 
pened he wonld still be a very rich man, and tiiat the 
nniversal change of values wonld give him opportunities 
in the immediate future for the profitable use of his finan- 
cial acumen. While the great majority of people would 
lose heavily, he would gain, and the longer the war lasted 
the richer he would be at the end of it; for he could hold 
out, and others couldn't. But it was not enough. He felt 
like a man who had been made poor, and his impulse was 
to draw in everywhere, to put down all unnecessary ex- 
penditure, to lie low and wait for the better times to come. 
He had gone back, when he bad never thoaght to do any- 
thing but go quickly and steadily forward. He cursed 
the war, and all the disturbance it had brought falm. It 
was in no complacent mood that he prepared himself to 
listen to the Squire's remarks on his loss — the Squire, to 
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whoiD the war hod sIbo brongbt considerable distorbance 
of another sort. 

Tbe Squire's face darkened wben be broo^t out his 
Bews. " I faaren't been thinking much abont that aort of 
thing," he said. "Well, ifs another blow; I soppoie one 
can pnt up witb it I was a fool to risk a snm like that. 
It's a thing I've never done before in my life." 

This was what Armitagc Brown wanted. It tonied the 
point of his anger away from himself and gave him a 
certain satisfaction in being free to give rent to it. He 
was thoronghly angry^ in a cold self-contained fashion that 
left him folly capable of expressing himself in the most 
disagreeable way he conld find. 

" Yon weren't a fool at all," he said. " Yon would have 
been a fool, imdei the drcnmstances, not to take the chance 
I gave yon." 

The Sqnire looked ap at him In some surprise at this 
method of address. But be did not nnderstand that he was 
bdng invited to a qnarreli or he mi^t have chosen his 
next speech with more care. " If the chance has resulted 
in my losing two thousand pounds," he said, "it doesn't 
look as if I should have been a fool not to talie it How- 
ever, it's no good crying over spilt milk. If the money's 
gone, it's gone. I shall be' wiser the next time." 

" What do yon mean exactly by that, Mr. Clinton? " 

There was no donbt now that the man was in a dis- 
agreeable frame of mind. The Sqnire had become accus- 
tomed to something . lilce a deference from him, and had 
rather lost sight of his eminence in another sphere. He 
was reminded of it now by bis hard expression and short 
aggressive speech. But he was not in a quarrelsome mood; 
be was too down-hearted for that. " Oh, of coarse, I don't 
blame you in any way," he said faandsomdy, " and specn- 
lation is your business, I suppose. You've done extrsordi- 



:.bv Google 



440 THE OLD ORDER CHANGETH 

narily weU with it, I know. Bat for people like me, it's 
better to give it a wide berth. That's all I meant." 

" SpecolatioD isn't my business," said Armitage Broira, 
" any more than it's yoors. My busiDess is to get together 
all the knowledge I can, and use it I gave yon all the 
information I had myself about this particular business. It 
waa buying properties of a deftoitely known value at macli 
beneath their value, and selling them again. Where iraa 
the speculation in that? " 

The Squire was not prepared to say. But he felt it 
rather hard that, having lost his two thousand pounds, he 
should be browbeaten aboat it. " I suppose the trouble 
is that we can't sell them again now," he said. " Perhaps 
we didn't think enongh abont that risk." , 

" What yon mean, I take it, is that / didn't think enoo^ 
about it. I thought about nothing else, until I'd gone over 
every possibility. It was the central point of the whole 
thing. I won't take a particle of blame for what baa hap- 
pened, Mr. Clinton. It was I who was the fool to take 
your wretched little hit of money. I didn't want it. If 
this business hadn't been stopped, like hundreds of others, 
by what no man at the time could have foreseen, you would 
have bad handsome profits oat of something that I should 
have done all the work for; profits that I should practically 
have given you. And you'd have taken it as a matter of 
course, with perhaps a thank you thrown in. That's what 
I should have got for going past my rule not to let my 
friends into my boainesi, and it's all I should' hare got. 
It is I who was the fool." 

" Well, perhaps yon were," said the Squire drily. He 
had been offended at the reference to his " wretched little 
bit of money." Two thonsand pounds was not a sum to 
mention in that way, by anybody, and the fact remained 
that the man who so mentioned it had lost it for hhs. 
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" Still, I haven't grumbled ^et at the result, and IVe said 
expressly tbat I don't blame you. I suppose you couldn't 
foresee tbe war, any more than any of us. Is the money 
gone for good, or shall we get it back, or some of it, when 
the war is over? What's tbe situation? " 

He was taking it more reasonably than Annitsge Brown 
had anticipated. He had been intending to work up to 
a little effect. Tbe outbreak of war between England and 
Austria was just the one thing tbat could have ruined this 
wonderfully engineered and consolidated piece of business. 
Was there anybody in England who could have foreseen, 
at tbe time the money was called up for the original pur- 
chase, that in the course of tbe few months tbat must 
elapse before the companies could be formed, we should be 
at war with Austria? Had the Squire himself had tbe 
slightest suspicion of it? That was to have been the poser; 
because any one conld have seen that tbat would ruin tbe 
scheme as it had been explained to him, and he could not 
shift the responsibility of ignoring the risk on to anybody 
else. 

But apparently he did not wish to shift the responsi- 
bility. It was with a drop in his tone of aggression that 
Armitage Brown said: " My loss over this is very heavy, 
because it was about the safest proposition I've ever tackled 
if I could once bring it off, and I put a very large sum 
of money into it I'm not even going to say I risked it, 
because if one took into account sueh risks as have spoilt 
this business, there would be no business done at all. I'm 
sorry to have lost your money, but yon had exactly the 
same opportunities as I had of taking this risk into account, 
and you didn't see it as a risk any more than I did. Nobody 
conld have seen it. I don't know whether the money is lost 
for good or not I'm advised tbat tbe Austrian Govern- 
ment is quite as likely as not to keep the money we have 
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paid over to them, and resume the properties too. We 
flbsll certainly be able to do nothing with them until the 
war 18 over, and I sappoae whether we shall be able to 
deal with them then will depend apon a good man; things — 
who wing, for one." 

" Well, there isn't much doobt as to who's going to win. 
They seem to think it will be a longer job than we tbooght 
for at £rst, but we shall get the better of them in the 
long run, the l^g dishonest blackguards. I don't know 
much about the Anatrians. I believe they are a bit above 
the Germans ; bat they have gone in with them, and they'll 
hare to be trounced for it together. Of course the Ger- 
mans would think nothing of selling yon something and 
sticking to it after they had taken your money. We'd 
better consider it as lost, I think. If we get some of it 
back by and by, so much the better. I can't help wishing 
I'd got this money in hand now. I think I should have 
sent it all to this fund they're starting. That's something 
we stay-at-homes can do to help. It'll come hard on a lot 
of people who haven't got much. It's wonderful how the 
whole nation has come together over this ; makes you proud 
of being an Englishman. By the by, Brown, if you haven't 
sent your contribution to the fund yet, you might do it 
from Meadshire, not from London. We want the coimfy 
to show up well in whatever is going on. I'm sending a 
thousand pounds as a first contribution. I expect yon'll 
better that by a long wayj but I thought I'd wait to see 
if money is wanted particularly for something else." 

" Oh, I've not begun to think about that yet/' said 
Armitage Brown. " The war has knocked everything side- 
ways. I shall be kept busy for a long time to come, trying 
to make up what I've lost only within the last week or so.- 
The war! Who would have thought at this time of day 
that half the nations in Europe would be at each other's 
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throats, and about nothing that anybody cares a pin about? " 

" It's a sad business. I don't suppose the world will 
ever see the same again — not in my lifetime. Still, it 
gives ns something to think about, and something to do. 
I'm cutting down everything I can here. It's made it 
easier — the servants enlisting and the horses being taken. 
We've sent off nine men from the house and gardens and 
stables alone, already. Not bad that; but' everybody is 
doing his best in his own sphere of life now. Arc you 
nmking mnch difference at Eemsale? " 

"I shall make all the difference I can. It's no time 
now to spend money on keeping up a great empty hoase. 
I should let the place if I could find any one to take it. 
I shall be pretty busy for some time to come, looking 
after my business. I shan't be down here much. I shall 
leave my son to do what he can to keep things together 
at Kemsale. He won't mind living in a few rooms, and 
I can shot up the rest. I've given half tlie servants notice. 
If the men like to go and enlist, they're welcome." 

" Your son isn't going, then? " 

" Going? Going where? " 

" Why, Gobblessmysoul, to £ght, like a man ! We want 
all the men we can get." 

"Well, we shall have to do without him, then. No, 
he's not going to £ght. Why on earth should he? He's 
the only son I have. He'd be no better than any young 
ploughman at fighting, and he's heir to all I've got I'll 
keep him out of it." 

The Squire gulped down his growing disgust. He had 
something to suggest, and wanted to be persuasive. " I've 
an idea in my head," be said. " I don't Icnow whether 
you've thought of it, but you talked just now about shutting 
up Kemsale. What about taming it into a hospital ? I and 
one or two more have been going over the houses in Mead- 
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shire tbat are suitable, and the fellows that can afford 
to equip them. Naturally we thought of you first, as job 
have the Uggest house of the lot, and I SDppofle more raonej 
than any of us. If we could get up a committee, ajid 
jon ctrald Kome forward with the first offer — we'd arrange 
that — it would give it a good lead. How does it strike 
you?" 

Armitage Brown rose from his chair. " It doesn't atrike 
me at all," he said. " I'll say good-bye now, Mr. Clinton. 
I'm sorry to have bad to bring you bad news, bnt " 

" Sit down," the Squire interrupted him. " I've got some- 
thing to say to yon. What are you going to do towards 
helping in this war? " 

Armitage Brown did not obey the peremptory order. 
He showed frowning offence at the tone in which it had 
been given. "What am I going to do?" be repeated. 
" Pay Ihzes through the nose, like everybody else. I ahoU 
bave thousands to pay in taxes ; and I shan't squeal at it. 
I'll pay my share, and more than my shore, because they'll 
come down on me for more, but " 

The Sqnire stood op himself, and interrupted him again. 
" When you go out of this house," he said, red in the face 
with anger and contempt, "you don't come into it again. 
Ill have no dealings with a man who behaves like s mean 
and selfish enr. And I'll take good care to let it be known 
far and wide what sort of a man we've got amongst as at 
Eemsale, which used to take the lead in every good work 
in the county." 

Armitage Brown's brain cleared as if by magic. Many 
thoughts passed through his mind, and be saw many things 
he had not seen before. He sat down again and said: " III 
ssk you to explain what yon mean by that, Mr. Clintam." 

The Squire's strong indignation winged his utterance. 
He spoke with more than his usual clari^, as he bent his 
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white brovs npon the m&D sitting before him, and ad- 
<Iresscd him as if he were srane culprit amongst his own 
people, who had incurred his hear; displeasure. The text 
of his discoorse was that people who owned land and 
lived on it had duties to perform, and if they didn't per- 
form them when the call came tiiey were shirkers and 
cowards, not fit for honest God-fesriog people to associate 
widi. " Yoo have a young unmarried son," he said. " Why 
aren't yon sending him with the rest? Because he's your 
only son! I've got four sons, and they're all going, and 
three sons-in-law, and they are going too, and leaving their 
wives and children. I'm proud of tbem; I wouldn't keep 
one of them back. Yonr son has to stay behind to look 
after your property. Property! That's all that a place 
like Eemsale means to you — the money it has cost you. 
I'm an old man; I'm the twenty-second Clinton to hold 
Eencote, and I'd go to-morrow if I coold be any use. My 
eldest son, and all the others, have gone. All three of my 
dau^rters' husbands are men of proper^, two of them 
men of large property. Yoimg Inverell — you know all 
about him; I suppose he's about the same age as yoor son, 
but with a young wife and child, and everything in the 
world — name and wealth and a great future before him — 
that a young man could have. He's leaving it all; glad 
to take bis diance of coming through, just like the young 
ploughman you talk about Who are you, I should like 
to know, that yon shonld skulk behind yonr money-bags, 
and men like that should go out and do the fighting for 
yon? We've given you your chance here of coming in and 
being one of ns. You've had a welcome ; we've put aside the 
fact that your birtli isn't the same as oars. But, by God 
Almighty, if you're going to show that you've got no bononr 
and no pride in yourself and your country, your name will 
stink among os, and your precious son's after you." 
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Aimitage Brown had sat quite still during tliis indict- 
ment, with his ejea on the gronnd, and no change on his 
face. It was in a voice quite level and free from offence 
that he said: "Well, Mr. Clinton, I've made a mistake. 
Yon've shown me that. But I'll ask yoo to remember 
that I've just lost half a million of money that I know 
of, and a lot more that I don't yet know of. A man 
that that's happened to isn't likely to have his tbongfats 
free for other matters, till he's got over it a bit, and begins 
to see his way." 

The Squire's indignation was not softened by this speech. 
He had more to say yet. 

"We give our sons when onr coontry wants them," he 
said, "and we give ourselves if we're yotmg and strong, 
as I wish to God I was. We love our homes and the 
land that's been ours for generation after generation, in 
a way that a man like you, who just buys them for money, 
can't know anything about; and we leave them as if they 
were nothing. If we've got money we're ready to give 
tliat What are yon ready to give^ Nothing! Nothing 
in the world. I say that men like yon who rake great 
fortunes together that do no good to anybody hot them- 
selves are a pest on society. You're not brought up to 
give your manhood to your country. The gentlemen of 
England — and the ploughmen, too, by George — ^yes, they 
can do that. But yon can't even help with your money. 
It's all there is to yon, and it gets you where yon've no 
right to be, nine times oat of ten; but we've got to do that 
as well, because you won't Taxes ! You'll pay your taxes ! 
Pah!" 

He had been standing on the hearthrug, and now threw 
himself into hia chair again, somewhat exhausted by the 
harangue he had delivered, but still flaming with anger 
and contempt. 
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Annitage Brown ipoke with the same absence of offence 
as he had xtsed before. "It's a strong accusation," he said, 
" and if it vere tine, I shonld have nothing to say. I 
flhoold get up and go. The men like me — the rich bnsineis 
men — do f^ve onr money when there's a call on na. We 
give more than anybody. I've sobscribed many tbonsanda 
myself, at one time or another." 

" Yoa said just now that yon hadn't even tlionght about 
sabscribing to this fund that's beeH started, and " 

" I said I hadn't thought of what I shonld give. I didn't 
mean I shouldn't give anytiiing. Of course I shall. And 
I admitted just now, before yon began to rub it in a second 
time, that I'd made a mistake. My mistake has been 
in not seeing what was wanted quick enough. You must 
make some excuses, Mr. Clinton, for a man who has just 
lost getting on for a million of moavy. That is how the 
war has touched me personally. It has touched yoa in a 
very different way, and it so happens that your personal 
interest in it is a more patriotic one than mine. Bnt that's 
not to say I shooldn't have come to take the right views, 
and do the ri^t things, when I'd had time to get over what 
baa so npset things for me. You've brought tfaem home to 
me, and I don't resent your plain-speaking at ell. About 
this hospital plan now — what are yon doing about it 
yourself? Are yon going to turn this house into a hos- 
pital? " 

Was all this quite sincere, or was it a dever attempt to 
avert retribution of an awkward kind by disclaiming an 
attitude that was seen to be indefensible? And was the 
question at the end an attempt to turn the tables? Nothing 
had been said abont turning Eencote into a hospital. 

The Squire, at any rate, was suspicious of snch a sod- 
den surrender. " I shouldn't have asked you to do some- 
thing I wasn't prepared to do myself," he said, with little 
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change in his tone of indignation. " My wife and I are 
going to move down to the Dower HooM to be with my 
daoghter-in-law. I am going to offer this honse. There's 
a lot of room in it. Whether I can fit it op as a hoapitat 
all complete I don't know yet I shall have to see what it 
means and exactly what is wanted. And I don't want to 
do anything till I've seen others about it I should like 
to make it a coonty hnsiness— or Sonth Meadshire, at any 
rate." 

" WcU, whatever yon do with Eencote, I'm ready to 
do with Kemsole. It was a new idea to me altogether, 
or I wouldn't have spoken as I did sboat it, when you 
&vt mentioned it. I didn't even realise that private hos- 
pitals would be wanted. But I suppose they will, and 
yon have thought aboot that as yon've thooght aboat other 
things. I'm willing to follow yonr lead, Mr. Clinton. I 
know I'm a new man here; I'm not so anxious, perhaps, 
to cut a lignre in coonty society as yon might imagine; 
what yon threatened a while ago wouldn't bother me much 
if I didn't think what yon proposed was right I've done 
a good many things since I came here that I hadn't thon^t 
of doing before ; I've tried to be a good landlord according 
to my lights, and if I haven't understood everything at once, 
it has been because it's not my way to do things just because 
other people do them; and as yon pointed oot, I wasn't 
brought up to it." 

The Squire began to be mollified. The man talked a 
lot, and seemed able to change his views and intentions 
more quickly than an ordinary mind conld follow him. 
But he was not altogether untried. It was true that he 
had not shown himself unduly anxious to curry favour 
with the more important of his neighbours. He had taken 
his own line about many things, and he had also shown 
himself ready to learn from those who knew better than 

D,a,l,zc.bvG00gIe 



THE OLD IS BETTER 419 

lie did. And so far he bad proved himself an ezceptionallf 
good landlord in everything that really mattered. If he 
iras ready to do his daty now, and spend money, which 
others who were more than ready to do their duty could 
not afford to spend, he might still prove himself a strong 
sopport to whatever should be done in the conn^; and it 
wonld be a feather in the Squire's cap to have him brought 
to a right way of thinking, 

" Well, I'm glad you're inclined to look at things in 
a better way," he said. " What I should like to do would 
be to cM a meeting of the people who are ready to offer 
their houses at once. My own idea is that any money 
we can collect besides, for equipment and so on, had better 
be offered at the same time, as a lump sum, and let the 
proper authorities deal with it, and with the accommoda' 
tion." 

" I think I may any — now you've given me the idea-^ 
that I should be ready to equip my bouse completely, in 
any way they might direct" 

" Yon can make that offer if you like. What I'm 
trying to explain is that some people might be wUling to 
give up their bouses, but couldn't afford to do more than 
that. Personally, I should feel that if I offered to do 
that with my own house, It would look as if I were trying 
to gain credit over other people who were just as willing 
as I was, bat couldn't afford to do so much. That's why 
I should like to make a county business of it. I should 
pay what it would cost me to lit up this house into a 
general South Meadshire fund, and the proper people coold 
nse it as they pleased." 

Armitage Brown felt abashed. The old man still bad 
something to teach him in unselfish neighbourly feeling. 
" That would be far the better way," he said. " If you 
will call your meeting, 111 be ready to attend it. And 111 
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ondertake to subscribe at least what it would cost to equip 
Kemssle." 

The Squire was conquered. This was tangible. His 
hostility to the man who had revealed qualities that he 
had not suspected in him dropped away, and he saw again 
the man whom he had liked, approved for the respect be 
had shown to himself and his opinions, and been ready to 
accept as a desirable neighbour, in spite of obvious differ- 
ences. 

" It's very good of you," he said. " I'd better call the 
meeting, because I know the people and have sounded some 
of them. But you're the owner of the biggest house. You'd 
better take the chair." 

" No, I won't take the chair," said Armitage Brown. 
" You shall do that But I dare say my bnainess expe- 
rience will come in useful in working out a scheme, and 
helping to run it afterwards, if that's necessary. There 
may be other things we can do in South Meadshire. I'm 
ready to give time to them as well as money, Mr. Clinton. 
It will take my attention off disagreeables that aren't per- 
haps so important, after all. I've got to thank yoa for 
showing me the way." 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 

THOSE AT HOME 

As Armitage Brown sped back from Eeocote to Kenuale 
he felt BB if a heavy wdght had been lifted from his mind. 
He no longer thought of his losses; they seemed to be as 
nothing. They were, in fact, nothing in respect of any 
practical effect that they need hare apon his actions. He 
had been shown his doty, and he was ready to do it. 

He was more than ready to do it He had come into 
line, and whatever be conld do now, by wise nse of his 
money, and still more of hLs organising ability, he would 
do, with as much energy as he had broogbt to bear npon 
his financial advoitnres, and aa mnch satisfaction as he 
bad gained from them. 

For the old Squire had brooght him to himself, and 
the real man was not the selfish money-gmbber who had 
brought down that indignant fnlmination. His yislon bad 
been obscnred for the time, bat the idealism was there, 
and the spark had been kindled that had made it (^ov. 
The qnick change that had come over him was charac- 
teristic of the man. His son had remarked, with another 
reference, npon his genins for seizing the salient point. 
He had done it again and again in small matters since he 
had tomed himself into a landholder, and largely under 
the influence of the old roan who had been a landholder 
before he himself had been bom, and had now shown 
him »o plainly what fine ideals of loyalty and service lay 
beneath all the easy stereotyped course of life led by men 
of his order. 

He had seen it all, as in a flash. These men might be 
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stiff and prejadiced against change, reactionary in some 
of their waTS, a hindrance here and there, perhaps eren 
as a class, to the march of liberty and progress. Tbey 
had more than others, and were jealous of all interfer- 
ence with what thej looked npon as their rights. But when 
the call came they were ready to give themselTcs, eagerly, 
without waiting to be called, without taking or seeking 
credit for it It was not simply because the higher ranks 
of the fighting services were chiefly their preserve, nor 
from the yonng man's love of adventure, that they went so 
readily. Those reasons counted; but what coonted more 
was the instinctive inherited response to the call of honour. 
The old man had made bis claim. He had pointed to bis 
eldest son, and to his sons-in-law. Th^ had more than 
others, and they gave more; their great possessions would 
not hold them back for a moment. It was tme that others 
w«e now coming forward who bad less to g^ve, but who 
gave all they had. Patriotism and self-sacrifice were not 
the monopoly of one class. Bnt if the Squire was to be 
taken as representing the old order of English wealth, and 
Armitagc Brown himself the new, then there was no doubt 
as to which of them had shown up better hitherto. 

Armitage Brown went over in his mind the hard things 
that had been said to him, but with no bitterness. His 
mind was large; it had only been narrowed where it had 
concentrated itself npon piling up money with no wide 
view as to its proper use. He even thought with some- 
thing like affection of the righteously angry old man biasing 
out his wrath at him. He had not understood everything, 
he bad not made enou^ allowances ; but his readiness and 
rig^tness had stood out in such contrast to bis own t^ilnre 
to grasp the true proportions of all that was happening 
around Um that tiiere was no combating them. He was 
not a man who saw things clearly and without prejudice, 
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as A rule. He bad lived for many yeAta in an old-fashloiied 
feudal backwater of his own, vbile tbe great river of 
progress bad flowed past him. But be bad seen clearly here, 
and acted ri^tlj, even down to that detail of sinking 
his own importance so that be should not appear to be 
taking credit that would not be wboUy bis. It was a 
fine touch that; it bad come after Armitage Brown bad 
capitulated to him, and was ready to bring a more trained 
inteUect than bis to bear upon his schemes; but the simple 
man bad thought of it, not the clever one. 

Well, 4ie had been shown the way; he woold not be 
behind now in treading it. He liked tbe old Squire's idea 
of organising his county of Meadshire. They had talked 
of other things that could be done; the Squire was watch- 
ing the recruiting figures with pride at the response of 
the county, bat some jealoosy because other counties were 
doing still better; be knew personally every man who was 
serving or ready to serve on his own estates, and many 
outside them. Armitage Brown knew scarcely anything 
of what was going on at Eemsale, and yet he had prided 
himself on the things that he had done to make it a model 
estate ; he had thonght himself far better fitted to advance 
the welfare of his tenantry than the owner of Eencote, with 
his old-fashioned views. 

As for bis own son — he conld not quite make up his 
mind there. Was it really necessary that a young man 
of such value should offer himself as food for cannon? He 
thought of yonng Inverell, the Sqnire's son-in-law, who 
had been thought up as an answer to that qnestion. There 
was not much doubt which of them the world at large would 
consider to be of the higher value; but Alfred was bis son, 
his only son. The comparison did not convince, bnt only 
dejected him. Did Alfred want to go himself? He had 
said nothing about it. Bnt they had not talked much 
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together lately. Amutage Brown had been gloomily con- 
Bidering his affairs; Alfred had bceo busy with the work 
he had taken np, or at least, kept a great deal away by it 

But when be reached home he foond (hat the decisioii 
had been taken ont of his bands. His wife met bim in 
a state of perturbation. Alfred bad received a telegram 
and bad already gone np to London, leaving farewell mes- 
sages. There was a good chance of bis getting taken on 
as an interpreter. Captain Clinton had worked it so far 
for bim, and bad wired bim to come np withont delay. 

To Armitage Brown's recovered vision his wife's annojr- 
ance seemed onreasonable. Alfred's decision bad cnt the 
knot of his own hesitations in a very satisfactory way. He 
was glad that be bad wanted to go, and relieved that bis 
going would not involve the greater dangers. " I think 
he might have told os what he was thinking about," he 
said. " Hot I'm not sorry that be is going to do bis share. 
I sbonldn't have made any difficolty — if that's irfiy he kept 
qniet." 

" Ob, I think it is dreadful," said poor Mrs. Brown. 
" He cooldn't deny that there was danger, thon^ be pre- 
tended to make light of it. He hopes to be sent right to 
the front, and be thinks that the men who do the inter- 
preting work will be expected to make themselves generally 
useful. Whether that means £gbting or not I don't know, 
but I'm sure Alfred hopes it does, though he only men- 
tions Red Cross work. He actually said that if there bad 
not been a chance of his getting an interpretership be 
would have enlisted at the very first." 

Armitage Brown was conscious of a glow of pleasure. 
He wished he bad known of that before, so that he could 
have told old Mr. Clinton. It had still rankled a little, 
after be bad come to his own senses, that the Squire and 
bis belongings had not needed bringing to theirs. But 
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here vaa his own son who had been as ready to offer him- 
self OS any old-fashioned gentieman of tbem alL 

" It make* me prond of my boy," he said. " I sup- 
pose he will let OS know when he is going. If he can't 
come down here we'll go np to I^ondon and give him a 
send-off." 

She had expected that her hnaband would regard the 
matter in the same light that sbe did. It was some time 
before be could get her to listen while he told her of the 
change that had come orer his own views. He did not do 
so directly. While he appeared to defer more to her wishes 
in certain matters than the Squire deferred to those of his 
wife, he was actually far more independent of them; for 
the Squire always appeared to get his way in ereiything, 
while Armitoge Brown actually did so. The decision he 
had formed on his way home wag that Eemsale should be 
. given np at once for its new use, and that he would rent 
Little Kemsale back fnun Irving, furnished. 

Mrs. Brown was stortled by the propoaaL If econondea 
were to be made, as sbe had already been told th^ were, 
she would be glad enoogh to get away from Eemsale. 
If the knowledge that the honse was not actnally being 
nsed was galling to her, it would be still more so to make 
the fact apparent, which wonld be done by shotting op 
moat of it and dismissing half the servants. But sbe wanted 
to live in London. "What is the object," she asked, "of 
tying ourselves here, to a small house, if we must leave 
the big one?" 

" Yon'll be much happier in a smaller house," said her 
hnshand, who knew more about her likes and dislikes than 
■he mspected. " Yon'll get rid of a lot of bothers, and 
I shall get rid of a lot of expense. I don't want the 
Berkeley Square house opened up this year; just keep a 
few rooms and a couple of servant* there for when we 
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vattt to go to London. There's a gre&t deal of work to 
1^ done here; we shall be able to do it conTenientlj at 
Little Kemsale, and the honae ii quite big enough. It 
will do Irving a good turn too, to take it off bis hands in 
that way; unless he's made other arrangements, which I 
hope he hasn't yet" 

Dott^as had made do other arrangements. He was glad 
enough to conaent to this one. He and Beatrix were sit- 
ting together in his room when Armitage Brown went down 
to them. Douglas bad returned from London that morning. 
He was to rejoin bis old regiment on the next day. Brad- 
gate was going back to it too. 

Douglas was not particalarly disposed to welcome this 
visitor. He had had a very bad quarter of an hour wiUi 
Armitege Brown some days before. He had seen in him 
what he bad not seen before — tbe hard ruthless man of 
bosiness, to whom the losses and distress of other people 
were matters ot annoyance, so far as they affected his 
own ease of mind, but not matters of sympathy. He had 
felt like a culprit before the man to wbcnn he had entmsted 
his money, when he faad been obliged to confess what 
the loss of it meant to bim. He did not blame Iiim for 
ite loss — he could hardly do that — ^but he did not want 
to telk to him about it again. 

But Armitage Brown had apparently reverted to his old 
state of mind, which had not been destitote of sympathy 
and kindness towards his nearest neighbours. When they 
had talked a little about the war, and Douglas's probable 
movements, be made his proposal, offering a very hand- 
some rent for the use of the house exactly as it was. " All 
your things will be looked after well," he said, " and per- 
haps you can leave them more as they are than if you 
were to let the house to strangers; you'll be able to come 
back to them when all this trouble Is over." 
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" I'm afraid we shan't be able to come back to tbem," 
said Douglas. " We were just talking of that. But I'm 
very mnch obliged to yon for your offer. Of course we'll 
accept it gratefully, won't we. Bee f " 

She was sitting on the arm of his chair, her hand in his. 
She looked as if she had been crying, and there were 
signs of emotion on his face too. Bat she spoke lightly 
enough. Their troubles were between them; no outsider 
was to know how deeply they had been hit. " It's a splen- 
did chance," she said. "iThank yon so much, Mr. Brown ; 
it will make things ever so much easier for what we want 
to do. I am going to offer myself for hospital work, when 
Dooglas goes. I had gome training before I was married. 
I shall hope to get taken on somewhere at once." 

" What, Ecd Cross work? " he asked. 

Her face fell a little. " I should have liked that," |he 
said. " Bat with Douglas away we can't make up our 
minds that I should leave the children." 

" Yooll have to leave them, won't you, if yon go nurs- 
ing?" His voice was gentle. He saw what they must 
be suffering. If Douglas had not risked, and for the 
present at least lost, the greater part of their income, he 
might have gone off to his duty, and left his wife and 
children behind in the home that they had so loved. He 
could have thonght of tkem there safe and sheltered while 
he was undergoing the dangers and hardships of war; be 
could have inspirited himself with the happy anticipation 
of returning to his home, far dearer in its expressitm of 
his tastes and affections than it had ever been. 

"We are going to send them to a friend of mine," 
Beatrix said, with a catch in her voice. " When Douglas 
comes back, we shall all be together again, somewbefe." 

" Well, now," Armitage Brown said, " I think I can 
suggest something better for yon than that." He told 
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them of his plans for taming Kemsale ioto a hospital. 
" Why shouldn't yoa do your woA here? " he said. " We 
con find you a pret^ cottage somewhere handy, and yoa 
can have the Uttle ones there vith yon. We don't irant 
more partings than are necessary at a time like this, do 
ve? When men are going off to fight for ns all, those 
who are left behind ought to stick together. Yon are part 
of Eemsale, yon know, Mrs. Irving, I don't want yon to 
leave us. There's plenty you can do here." 

He left them a good deal happier than be bad foimd 
tbem. Beatrix could not restrain her tears, bnt they were 
tears of joy this time. " It would have been dreadful 
to have sent the darling children away," she said. " I have 
tried ever so hard to get nsed to it; bnt it would have 
been the hardest thing of all, except yonr going, dearest." 

" It's the first bit of comfort we've had," said poor Don{^ 
las. "Oh, what a fool I've been; and all throng^ not 
knowing when one was well off. How on earth I can 
have looked forward to leaving Little Eemsale, I can't 
think. Now we're going to lose it, it seems to me like 
Paradise. And it will be worse for yon than for me. Bee. 
You were contented and happy here, and warned me against 
my folly. Why didn't I listen to you i I shall never for- 
give myself." 

" I have, long ago, if there was anything to torffve," 
she said. " And yon must forget it all now, Douglas- dear. 
We shall have enough; we shall all be tt^ether, when you 
come back, and yoall get such awelcome, darling." 

" You're very sweet and good about it. Bee," he said, 
pressing her hand. " I shan't mind so much now, if I 
can think of you and the kiddies here somewhere. He's 
a good fellow. Brown; I know he'll do what be can, and 
perhaps things won't he SO bad after sH, in the long mn. 
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But it doesn't seem of mcb importance now, how one is 
going to live, as long as one has a home of some sort." 

" Tbat's That I feel," she said eagerly. " There is so 
mnch to do, for both of oa, for all of us. Perhaps in the 
past we have thought too mach about enjoying ourselves. 
We shooldn't be happy nov, doing that, if we could." 

" I have thought too much about enjoying myself," 
Douglas said. " I don't think you have, my dear. Well, 
we've both got onr job now. I shall do mine with « 
much better heart, thanks to friend Armitage. He's going 
to do his, too. Somehow, I didn't think he would take 
it np like this. However, we're all going to do what we 
can, and there's no need to think about what is coming 
after, until we've got through. Old Bill feels that; his 
business has been knocked endwise, besides what he's lost 
in the Anglo-Moravian; but he says be doesn't care, as 
long as he can leave Mrs. Bill fairly comfortable; there's 
something quite different to think about, something to 
do. After all, we're all of ua better with something to 
do, and when it's as important as this war is, it doesn't 
leave you much time to think of yoor amusnnents." 

" One gets down to realities," she said. " We shall 
both be better and stronger for it, when It's all over, if 
we have done our best. We shan't think bo much of 
what we've lost; we shall have something to put in its 
place. So don't worry any more about what has hap- 
pened, Douglas dear. It can do ns no harm, if we don't 
let it" 

Douglas went off the next morning, and a few days 
later the Browns moved to Little Eemsale. A cottage 
was found for Beatrix on the outskirts of the village. It 
had a large parlour and a large garden. With a little 
alteration it would make a charming home; but nothing 
was to be done to adapt it at present; it would do for 
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her and the children and two maids, as it was. It wa.i 
furniahed from Little Kemsale, and the gaps there made 
good from Great Eemsale. Armitage Brown had sao 
ceeded in mending the damage done to the Uvea of theae 
friends of his by no more than a little tboof^tfol kind- 
ness. Whether or not they wonld ever get back to some- 
thing of their former prosperity seemed at present to matter 
little. Their way was clear; they could leave the rest. 

At Kemsale Rectory there was deep seriousness in these 
days, heavy with fate for so many. Charles was in his 
ship somewhere on the other side of the world; yoaag 
William had joined the Meadsfaire Hnssars, and was busy 
witii his training; John, the Cambridge don, was hoping 
to get a chaplaincy at the front; Henry, the doctor, bad 
already gone out to a base hospital. Bat little Anne 
had been made happy, though her fears for her lover 
were not small. The Squire and Mrs. Clinton had driven 
over to Eemsale with their treaty of alliance. Frank was 
employed in home waters; his letters gave do Information 
as to wbere he was or what he was doing, but he had 
expectations of a week's leave later on in the year, and 
preparations were to be made for a wedding upon the 
first opportonlty. 

The Squire, having once given In, behaved handsomely. 
Frank's allowance was to be increased to a thoasand a 
year, and they were to occupy a snug little Georgian house 
in the village of Kencote, where Anne would be nnder 
the fostering eye of her new relations when the lot of a 
sailor's wife left her alone. Her parents would have 
preferred that she should stay with them until she and 
Frank could settle together in whatever home the exigencies 
of his profession would allow. Bat they accepted the 
arrangement philosophically, as part of the price they 
must pay for their daughter marrying outside of their 
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station. Anne wm to be a Cliotoo, and it was foi the 
Clintons to say what was suitable for ber, not the Sbesrds. 
She would not be far off, and would often be with them. 

Bat the differences between Clintons and Shearda, in 
these unsettling days, seemed much smaller than at other 
times. Even to tfae Sqnire, the dignity of his boose seemed 
of less importance, except in so far as it was upheld by 
the services it was rendering so willingly; and taken on 
that ground the Sheards, who were rendering their ser- 
vices too, were not devoid of dignity. The Squire recog- 
nised it, as be sat in Mrs. Sheard's drawing-room, which 
was furnished now, though sparsely. He recognised it 
in the Rector's npright direct manliness, which met the 
same qualiUea in himself, and made tfae unessentials with 
which they bad been overlaid shrivel away from him. StUl 
more did Mrs. Clinton recognise it In the simple-minded 
woman who was moved by the same fears and sorrows and 
pride on behalf of her sons as she was herself. 

The Sqnire made no patronising speedies. " Well, Mr. 
Sheard, my boy wants to marry your girl; we've got to 
put oar heads together and make it easy for them." That 
was his opening, and nothing was said throng^at the 
interview that followed abont bis own previous unwilling- 
ness to make it easy, or even possible, for them. When 
little Anne came in, blcsblng and smiling and rather fright- 
ened, he kissed her and said: "My dear, we're going to 
take care of yon while Frank is away; and when he 
comes back to as again, we're all going to be very happy 
together." 

When Mr. and Mrs. Clinton drove away he sdd: 
" That's a very dear little girl. I'm glad she's young 
and pretty. She'll cheer us up at Eencote. God knows 
we shall want it, with what's coming." There was no 
word of criticism, no reference to those differences which 
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had bulked so largely with him, and, if he hod been 
thinluDg of them now, miut have mode theniBelTes in smne 
ways apparent during the visit. Bnt Mrs. ClinttHi had 
known how he would take it when it came to the point. 
She had kept quiet and not hurried to interrene. She 
wanted her boy's happiness, and had known that his love 
for this good sweet girl was not a mere passing fanc^. 
In time she would have mored; bnt there had beoi no 
necessity, and she was glad that her husband should bare 
shown himself what she knew him to be without pressure 
on her part 

" I am sure we shall lore her," she said. " Frank 
has chosen well." 

There was another marriage to be celebrated at Eem- 
sale, quietly and prematurely because of the war. John 
Davia was in the Meadshire Yeomanry, as all his forbears 
had been since his family had first settled at Points Farm. 
He and Irene were to be married in September, and she 
was to go to her new home to wait for him there. 

Mrs. Fuller was relieved from certain mean anzietieB 
by the arrangement. A " grand " wedding, to the carry- 
ing out of which she would have brought every faculty 
that she possessed if Irene had been marrying what she 
would have called well, would have presented difficultiea 
under the circumstances. She had already begun to dread 
them. The Davises would have brought to the ceremony 
many friends and relations of the utmost respectability, 
but of the kind at whom she had been accustomed to torn 
up her nose. But she on her side could not even hare 
done that. Her husband had scarcely any relations, and 
while she had plenty, she would have died rather than 
produce any one of them. 

But a quiet wedding! It was being done now, onder 
similar eircnmstances. It was " the thing." Even presents 
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were to be discoufaged — not strongly discoui&ged from 
immediate neighbours; bat there was to be no display of 
them. This got over another difficulty that had kept Mrs. 
Fuller awake in the night; for there had been nowhere 
for presents to come from, apart from immediate neigh- 
bonrs, or, at any rate, none that could be displayed with 
advantage. 

Poor little Herbert was pleased enough to be rid of 
the fuss. His mind was greatly exercised over what was 
happening. He mourned his advancing years as he had 
never monmed them before, even when he bad thought 
that they might bring him to penury. He thought about 
the war night and day, and envied from the bottom of bis 
loyal little soul the men who were young enough to go off 
and fight. Mrs. Fuller gave him no sympathy, ontU, stung 
by her sneers, he began to consider serionsly whether be 
couldn't be of use in training new troops, and talked of 
sending in an application. Her sympathy was not re- 
markably soothing then, but she managed to put a stop 
to his designs. He was wanted where he was; and what 
should she do, pray, if be were to go off and leave her? 
And he wasn't strong enough for it either; he was very 
proud of appearing younger than he really was, but his 
years were beginning to tell on him, and he'd better not 
put himself in a position where that would be made plain. 

Thus did this amiaUe spouse refuse to be parted from 
her supporter. She cut out and made up a few soils of 
pyjamas for the Meadshire Yeomanry later on, when she 
found that that sort of thing was " being done," and 
pushed herself on to one or two Meadshire ladies' com- 
mittees. Otherwise, the war made no difference to her. 
" If only one could send a few women to the front," said 
Armitage Brown, with reference to her, "one wonldn't 
so much object to the phrase ' food for powder.' " 
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FABEWXLU 

"It 70a care to go back that way, we mi^t all fp> and 
have a lart look at the hoiue." 

It waa Alfred who spoke. Grace and Meadshire had 
been dining at Little Kemsale, and the three of them, 
with Katie, set out under the harvest moon for the great 
boose, which was now folly transformed into its hospital 
sUte. 

Daring the early days of the war Meadshire had come 
down to the Herons' Nest, for the first time for eight 
months. He was sobered and sad, himself again for s 
time at least, bat showing die signs of his long boat of 
intemperance as he had never shown them before. On 
the morning after bb arrival he motored over to the 
headquarters of the Meadshire Yeomanry, with which be 
had served as a yoong man, and bis offers of renewed 
service were promptly rejected. He went straight np to 
London again without retnming to Kemsale, and Grace 
heard nothing of him for some weeks. Then he wrote to 
8xy that he was to be allowed to take a motor-car over 
to Headquarters, and make himself generally nsefnl. He 
was coming down for a night to say good-bye. He wanted 
also to say good-bye to Katie, and to the Browns, and 
asked her to arrange it Armitage Brown need not fear 
any renewal of the request that be had rejected so intol- 
erantly. He should like to leave England in a state of 
friendship with them all. 

Armitage Brown consented at cmce. He did not r^ret 
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having refased his conaent to a marriage between Meod- 
shire and Katie; hat he was inclined to regret the way 
in which he had intimated his refusal. He did not now 
onderstand all that had led up to the proposal, bat was 
no longer disposed to think of it as a dishonourable at- 
tempt on the part of a middle-aged wastrel to capture an 
heiress. He had never talked to Katie about it at all; 
she had shown him no less affection than before, and 
had been docile and companionable whenever they had 
been together. But the change in her had been marked, 
and had continned. After some months it was no longer 
possible to think of her either as a girl who had been 
rescned from a danger into which her youth and inexperi- 
ence had 'led her, or on the other hand as one who was 
grieving over a broken love-affair. Her father did at last 
mention Meadshire's name to her when Grace bad asked 
him what she had been told to ask. 

" Lord Meadshire is coming down to-morrow, Katie. 
He wants to say good-bye to os — to yon. Will it distress 
yon to see him, my dear?" 

Her face did not change in the least as she lifted ber 
tyea to bis and said : " Oh no, father. I shonld like to say 
good-bye to him before he goes. Grace told me he was 
coming." 

He said no more, but was as pmsled as ever, and in- 
clined to sadness, becanse his girl was now sad, or at 
least subdued, where she had been so gay and bright. 
He made up his mind to get Meadshire by himself, if be 
could, and get out of hun what it was that had happened; 
to ask him, if he had now ^ven np the ideas he had 
formed, whether he could not do something, or say some- 
tiling, to release the burden from Katie's mind, and give 
him back his daughter restored to her former self. 

It was not unreasonable, considering what had passed 
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between them, and the anger in which thej had parted, 
that he should ask Meadshire for a few worda before be 
received him again auungBt his family. Tbe interview 
was short. Meadshire came in looking grave, but already 
more recovered in health and bearing than he had been 
on his last hurried visit to Kemsale. " This will very 
likely be the last time we shall meet," he said, as he sbooik 
hands. " I wanted to tell yon that I bear yon no grudge 
now for what happened tbe last time we met Yon were 
right, in the main. Where yon were wrong doesn't mat- 
ter now. Let's forget about it and part friends." 

" Oh, don't speak as if yon weren't coming back," said 
Armitage Brown. " We shall hope to see every one bade 
before many months ore past. And I want yon to tell 
me, before we forget it, as yon say, where I was wrong 
in what I said to you." 

" I've a feeling that I shan't come back," aaid Mead- 
shire. " I'm not snre that I want to. I've made a hideous 
mess of my life, and it's post mending now. If it's ended 
while I'm doing something at last that's worth doiiiff, 
nobody need be sorry for me. Well, as yon've asked me, 
111 tell yon that it might have been mended last winter. 
That dear good little girl would have kept me straigbt- 
I should have been so proud of her trust in me that I 
don't believe any temptation that might have come would 
have been strong enough to break me down, or to break 
us down together. I don't think she'd have suffered for 
It cither; there wonld have been a good deal more to 
bind OS together than with most I'd stood out against it; 
I'd thought it wasn't fair on her. Bat we had a conver- 
sation together, when I was just getting over a very bad 
time, thanks to her influence over me, that took me out 
of myself. I felt then that I could get the better of 
myself with her to help me, and that I shouldn't be taking 
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eTerythmg from ber and giving nothing; and I knew the 
way in which she looked at it, too. We had come together 
on higher groonds than a man and a woman do where 
there's no suffering and no repentance between them. So 
yoa see, when I was tackled by yoa about wanting that 
brave good healing little soul for the sake of your money, 
it was as much of a shock to me as if I'd never thought 
about money In my life. I hadn't thought about it in 
connection with Katie, not once, believe me or not as 
you please. I believe I said some mde things about yotir 
damned money; but you must balance them against the 
things yon said to me. I suppose yon can't help your 
money colooring everything you have to do with, and you 
couldn't be expected to see what an outrage it was to 
bring it np against me in the frame of mind I came to 
you in." 

Armitage Brown let most of this pass, but be looked 
very serious. " I'm willing to admit that I misonderstood 
the situation to some extent," he said. " Of course I 
completely withdraw all I said about money; I've come 
to see that that wasn't at the bottom of it. Still I can't 
regret — especially after what has happened since — that I 
refused your offer for my girl. I wanted to ask yon 
now, before we spend oor last evening all together, if yoo 
can't do something to put things right for us all. You 
said, in your letter to Lady Grace, that yon had given 

"Oh yes," Meadshire interrupted him, not altogether 
without impatience. " Yoa won't be bothered with me 
again. Whatever I might hare been — ^whatever she might 
have made of me — eight or nine months ago, I've put it 
out of my power to be anything to her now. Poor little 
soul! She was ready to do the biggest thing a woman 
could do — save a man from himself, and I think she'd 
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have done it. It's too late now — for her. Bat there's 
another factor that has come in since. I<ots of na fellows 
who can't do anything for ourselves can do something for 
onr country. I've got anotiier chance, thank God. I 
should like to say something to her about that. I'll try 
and put her right with herself, if I get the opportanity 
before I go off. You needn't be afraid of my saying 
anything to her yon wouldn't want to have said." 

" I'm not," said Armitage Brown stoutly. " I've mis- 
understood you in some thinga. You're a better m&n 
than I thought. Still, I can't regret refusing you my 
daughter, thoogh I'm sorry I used the rough way I did." 

" We were both of us pretty rough," said Meadsbire, 
with a smile. " I hadn't meant to say what I have to 
you, but I'm not sorry it has been said. We mirander- 
stood each other before, and made frien-^" to some extent 
after it. I bope we can part friends nov. You've taken 
my place here; you'll fill It better than I did. You've 
done much better than I did already, and you'll do better 
yet The old blood is worn out. It's just as well that it 
shouldn't be continued. I've come to sec that But you've 
got something to see too. Brown. Yon can't replace blood 
by money. I believe yon're beginning to see it; and yoar 
son saw it long ago. Well I'm not the fellow to preach 
to you, but I'm glad we're going to part friends." 

Tbe four of them walked up the long east drive nnder 
the moon, Grace and Alfred in front, Katie and Mead- 
shire far enoDgh behind to be out of hearing. 

Not a word was said between Meadahire and Katie aa 
to what had happened when they had last met, and ahe 
knew that not a word would be said. And yet she was 
quieter in spirit, happier almost, than she had been at 
any time during the past nine months. He was talking 
to her as he had never talked before, not even on thai 
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wlntei afternoon when they had both been so mnch moved 
oat of themaelTes. 

" There were older men than I/' he was saying, " who 
had gone back to their regiments, and they'd been glad 
to have them. They wonldn't look at me. Ob, then the 
iron entered my sonl. What good was I in the world, if 
I cooldn't do that? I went throngb black days and nights. 
The devil that's ridden me ever since I was a boy took 
hold of me, though I'd been giving him rein for months 
past and thought I'd worn him out. I wouldn't give way 
to bim, thoni^. I felt if I did I should be damned and 
lost to all eternity. Then I got my chance — my last 
chance, and the devil slunk away. I don't believe he'll 
worry me again now till I've done what's laid down for 
me to do." 

" I shall be thinking of yon always, oat there," she 
said, in her young clear voice, which never hesitated to 
say what was in her mind. " I shall be fnll of fear — a 
vroman can't help that for those she loves — but I shall 
be full of pride, too. I suppose I shan't be happy again 
till it's all over; but I shan't be unhappy in the way 
that I have been." 

" It is I who have made you aohappy, ray dear. 
I have made every one onhappy who has ever had any- 
thing to do with me. I've had everything given to me 
that a man conid have had, and I have thrown it all 
away." 

" No, yon have kept the best. Those who hare loved 
you have loved yon for that. And now there will be 
nothing but the best to think of. All the rest is blotted 
out. It wasn't really yon. It will never again come into 
my thoDghts about you." 

" God bless you, little Katie," he said. " I shan't fall 
yon in your trust again." 
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Alfred waa alao gmng off the next morning. His mood 
was li|^t-heartedj almoat merry. It was as if a burden 
had been removed from him, and he bad at last foand his 
true vocation. It jarred somewhat upon Grace, who was 
weighed down with fears and sorrow. 

" I can't look upon the dreadful war as a chance for 
adventare," she said at last. " It is too much to hope 
that all of those whom one knows, and lores, will come 
back from it. Some have been killed already, tbou^ 
none as yet who are nearest." 

He became graver at once. His feelings towards this 
gentle creatnre, older than himself, still heU some ten- 
derness, though the fact that he did not feel quite at 
his ease in her presence, and talked more lightly on 
that account, proved that he had awakened from his 
dream. 

" I don't look upon it only as an adventure," he said. 
" It is a very serious business, for all of as — much more 
serious than anything that has ever come into my life 
before. But it cuts so many knots for me. I shall be 
doing something to make myself useful at last" 

Her thoughts were upon the two behind them; and 
she felt some impatience with him for returning to a 
subject which they had discussed before, but which seemed 
to have little importance in these heavy days. 

" There is no one who could have better chances of 
making himself useful than you," she said. " Yon can't 
cat knots by mnning away from them. Oh, but I dont 
mean that. You are right to go, of course, but yon will 
come back. Pray Ood you will come back, and your 
place will be here for the rest of your life." 

" When I come back," he said, " if I do, everything 
will be difTerent. I feel that, though I don't exactly know 
how. That is why I'm not worrying about the fatnre. I 

Doiizc^bv Google 



FABE WELLS 471 

have Bomething to do uoWf and all I have to think of is 
how to do it as well as ever I can." 

She thought ahe had spoken with ondoe asperity, and 
said gently: " I'm sure that is the way to think of it. 
The call hoa come for all of us, and we need not think 
of what will he after it Andj of coarse, it is right for 
those who are young, and are going to face hardship 
and danger, to keep a brave heart. You will know that 
those who are left behind are thinking of you all the 
time." 

"I §ball like to feel that yon are thinking of me," he 
said simply. " I shall think of you too, very often. I 
have always thongfat of you whenever I have thought of 
Kemsale. Yon have seemed to belong to it, and we never 
have. Bnt even that is altering now. We could never 
be what yon have been here, however mnch we tried. 
That is why I have so kicked against being pitchforked 
into a position I could never fill. But nothing will be 
qnite like it was when the war is over. The changes 
have begun already, and they will grow bigger. That's 
what I feel abont it, thoagh I don't know what they will 
reach to. Bnt one can leave all that for the present. 
There are things to be done. When I do come back, if 
I do, there'll be other things to be done, but they won't 
be the same as before. When the time comes 111 try 
to do them, too." 

They came to the great house, with all its uncurtained 
windows staring nakedly. Old Mrs. Parmiter let ihem 
in, and showed them over some of the rooms, swept clear 
of trappings and fnmitnre, ranked with white beds in 
unending rows, all waiting clean and bare and sad for 
what should come in the near future. Never had Ecm- 
sale looked like that before, never bad its innumerable 
rocHus been so fall of meaning. The gradousnesi of the 
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old life and the empty show of the new hod alike been 
swept Kwaj. It iras shortly to become a home of pain, 
bnt a home of healing too. What it sbonld become ' here- 
after could not yet be foreseen, bnt it would never Again 
be qnite what it had been before. 
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